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Preface 


WV: are told by historians, archaeologists, and anthropologists that 
civilization began sometime between 4000 BC and 3000 BC. 


We usually see the figure 3500 BC. We are also told that, along the way, 
the human species has struggled’, through intense conflict, to finally free 
ourselves from primitive and destructive behaviors that, had we continued, 
would have ended our very existence as a species. 


Though writing this book has been personally very satisfying, what has 
accompanied that satisfaction, unfortunately, all the way through, has 
been the realization that, in the United States, we have allowed our 
perspective of where we are today to exclude the 5,521 years of 
civilizational history that it took to get here, as well as the next possible 
5,021 years of future existence and possible further advancement. 


Instead, we imprison ourselves, artificially, within a timeframe of 245 
years, as if human civilization began in the year 1776. With respect to the 
topic of ‘race,’ we go one ‘better’ and confine ourselves, artificially again, 
within a timeframe of 402 years, starting with the year 1619, when the first 
slave ships brought Africans to the shores of Virginia. 


In my humble, or not so humble opinion, this self-imposed conscription 
severely impairs our ability to see, and solve, our problems. And my 
frustration enters because, since | live here, | am forced to confine this 
discussion of Reparations to the last 402 years, (Although Chapter 1 does 
examine war in a much wider, and challenging, historical context) thus 
ignoring 5,119 years of civilization history, as well as the lessons we've 


1 See the first chapter, War, Colonization, And Slavery 
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learned from that history, lessons that could take us, successfully, into the 
distant future. 


Of course, to be flat out honest, | do not possess 5,119 years of history 
under my belt. I’m not an historian, anthropologist, or archaeologist. Yet, 
| do at least understand that, at this moment, in the United States, we are 
living within an aberration, an aberration fed by ideology and the lust for 
political power—Yes, fed. Private and (unfortunately) ‘public’ interests 
have both created and fed an aberration that blinds us to the reality of who 
we actually have become (something very good) as a result of historical 
processes. And this is done all for the immediate gratification of private 
interests who seek to obtain and maintain power. 


Unfortunately, there’s not much | can do about that. So, | move on, forced 
to confine myself within the aberration. | will return to the subject of ‘5,521 
years’ in the last chapter of this book. Okay, let’s do this. 


There are a number of reasons for the production of this book, some 
selfishly motivated. Those I'll mention first. Firstly, my father was an 
expert inside carpenter, capable of building various forms of furniture— 
beds (some of which hung from ceilings); cabinets; breakfast nooks; entire 
rooms; enclosed porches; home additions, as he created for my grandma, 
etc. He was also an expert outside construction carpenter who had 
worked on many of the important skyscrapers in Chicago. He was fully 
unionized, a member of the Chicago Carpenter’s Union for decades, from 
which he retired successfully. He had also studied architecture at 
Roosevelt University in Chicago. 


Though | would not claim to be an expert book-builder, the blood that 
flows through me is the blood of a carpenter—my dad, a builder. | seem 
naturally inclined to build books, two self-published, though I’ve only built 
four of them to completion, prior to this one, and begun work on five 
others that will probably never be completed. But we'll see. This book 
was conceived, typed, and formatted, using Microsoft Word, by myself, 
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and the research was done by myself. The reason for my sharing that will 
become automatically clear in Part II of this book. 


Secondly, as | was to find out at the passing of my mom, she was an 
expert at what Black folks of my generation, and before, referred to as “the 
Kang’s Anglish,” i.e., the English language. It was quite a surprise when | 
and my two grown children were going through Mamma Cheese’s papers, 
during the process of my settling her affairs, for me to discover her 
incredible mastery of the Kang’s Anglish. 


There were letters to relatives that she had created copies of [She created 
copies of everything!]; letters to creditors, politely, intelligently, and 
masterfully using the Kang’s Anglish in disputing bills. And every comma, 
semicolon, word, phrase, clause, parenthetical expression, and sentence 
was perfect, offering me surprising new insight into why | like to write. 

It's in my blood. But, again, | would not claim to be an expert writer. 


Well, before explaining the other reasons for building and writing this 
book, let me introduce you to Uncle Tom’s Uncle. Everyone—at least 
every American—has someone, sometimes an uncle, who, at 
Thanksgiving Dinner, or some other holiday, will invariably make a 
concerted effort to express his independence. He’s always ready and 
eager to throw a wrench in the works. If Sally says, “Ahhh, what a 
wonderful day!! Warm weather, sun shining, nice breeze, blue sky,” that’s 
Uncle Willie’s cue!! 


“The sky is not blue. The sky is actually purple. We see it as blue, but it’s 
actually purple. You see, Sally, the sky looks blue, due to a phenomenon 
called Raleigh scattering. It has to do with the scattering of electro- 
magnetic radiation...” and uncle Willie’s brother, Sally's father, is sitting 
there quietly fuming, and thinking, “Jerk!! | refuse to believe that we came 
from the same mother!” I’m sure the reader knows the type. 
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There are two Parts to this book. In Part II you will meet me—Uncle 
Tom’s Uncle. Part II is mostly what | hope will be considered an 
entertaining, autobiographical manner to present my stance by sharing 
real and powerful life experiences that will reveal four things: Firstly, why / 
do not want Reparations from the United States government. 


Secondly, why | believe that a re-affirmation and re-embracing, within the 
Black community, of the pre-1960s powerful community ethos should 
occur—an ethos that built hospitals, Black owned and operated, Black 
banks, Black insurance companies, Black mini-supermarkets, a chain of 
Black theatres, all around the country, strong and stable two-parent 
families, rare divorce, strong conservative values, safe neighborhoods, 
safe streets. 


This is not to suggest that the only reason we're on this planet is for 
‘material things.’ But we are on the planet. And who wants to be a slave? 
All people, of whatever so-called ‘race,’ should want to have at least a 
certain minimum amount of independence. 


Important note: With respect to pre-1960s Black America, and America 
period, or any place on earth, for that matter, | think it important to note 
the following. The passage of time and the entry into a new generation 
does not automatically erase everything of value that existed in the 
previous generations. From my observation, having lived pre-‘60s and 
post-‘60s, | see a distinct tendency to denigrate, and even attempt to 
remove from the culture, values that had existed not only pre-‘60s in the 
United States, but values that existed worldwide. New definitions are 
created out of thin air, and because they’re new they’re deemed superior. 
New is seen to automatically mean superior. | totally disagree. If it’s new 
and stupid, then the stupid dominates. And | don’t want stupid. 


Thirdly, to share my opinion that Black folks cannot afford to wait around 
for Reparations, especially now that the issue of Reparations is in the 
hands of politicians, though it would have to be, unfortunately, since it’s a 
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national issue that must be dealt with by Congress. Shortly, in this 
Preface, | will explain precisely why Reparations, in the hands of 
politicians, is a non-starter, at least in the current political and social 
atmosphere in the country. 


The issue of Reparations, | believe, is now dead in the water, despite the 
fact (Well, because of the fact) that it’s being dealt with in Congress. As 
tough, or as unfair as this sounds, it is my opinion that Black folks will 
have to supply our own ‘Reparations.’ In Part II, | will demonstrate, 
concretely, not by just jaw-jerking, how Black folks can create treasures of 
‘Reparations’ (as we used to do, pre-1960s) that can last for hundreds and 
hundreds of generations to come. How? Values. 


Fourthly, to share my belief that our country, the United States of America, 
has to focus on our very survival and our freedoms. And | think that the 
stakes are so high that anything else, currently, barely matters. 


Now, here’s the difficult part of the book: Part I. | say difficult because | 

fully realize that we now live in a deeply divided country or what appears 
to be deep division. And because of that, Part I, to some, might appear 

as a contradiction to Part II. In Part I, | give the case for Reparations. 


| do this to be fair to pro-Reparation advocates. | believe that we should 
be, and can be, sophisticated enough to recognize that something is 
legitimate; that there is or may be a case for something, while at the same 
time expressing opposition to it, or a form of opposition to it. That is nota 
contradiction. In this life, it can be wholly legitimate to do something, yet 
unadvisable, depending on surrounding circumstances, to do it. 


So the reader should not become confused, since it will no doubt appear, 
in Part I, that | am a pro-Reparations advocate. | am not, except to say 
that if Reparations are extended to Black folks in America, | will be happy 
for those that receive it. But just don’t hand me a check. Not interested. 
Also, | question the motivations of those politicians who support 
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Reparations. And | believe that if pre-1960s fundamental values do not 
govern the Black community, Reparations will not create a dent in 
assuring a successful Black community. An elder mentor of mine once 
put it like this: “It ain’t in the hand, it’s in the man.” If one person finds a 
treasure, he'll save some of it, maybe invest another part of it, and end up 
living a successful life. If another person finds a treasure, he'll waste it 
and end up in poverty. That is, unfortunately, one recurrent fact of human 
nature. 


Countless are the stories of people (no matter the race!) who won money 
in The Lottery and spent it up within a year. What distinguishes the first 
person who found a treasure from the second person who found a 
treasure is that the first person carried a set of values that automatically 
caused him to use his wisdom. 


Of course, my personal view cannot and should not remove the fact that 
73% of Black Americans demand Reparations?, according to a Gallup poll. 
Conversely, my personal views cannot remove the fact that 67% of 
Americans object to Reparations for Black folks in that same poll. 


But since, so far, we live in a free country, | exercise my right to express 
and share my opinion. It is an odd opinion, | realize, since we now live in 
an either/or atmosphere in the U.S. You're either for something or against 
something. And in that either/or atmosphere, to claim that there may be, 
or is, a legitimate case for something, yet at the same time express 
opposition to, or severe doubts about, alleged benefits accruing from its 
implementation, would not only be said to be contradictory, but also 
hypocritical, as well as deserving of being cast out of our-side-ideological- 
heaven and into their-side-ideological hell, where you will suffer 
everlasting burning in its fiery pits. Not a good atmosphere. But, 
nevertheless, perhaps my opinion, which may be rather unique, will give 
voice to others who may hold the same or similar views. 


2 Poll results revealed later in the book 
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Aside from the influences of my mom and dad, there are a few other 
reasons for building this book. Since Reparations has become a front- 
page topic in the United States (at least in the MSM3), | felt compelled to 
produce a book that would attempt to present the arguments for 
Reparations as generally presented by Pro-Reparation Advocates 
(“PRAs’). 


One intent is to place the information before myself, so | will have a grasp 
of the reasons being put forth by PRAs for extending Reparations to Black 
folks. Also, so that you, the reader, can have ready access to the 
information advanced by PRAs. 


| was taught in high school that the reason to share information is for 
information sake; for knowledge sake; to expand one’s horizons; to satisfy 
natural curiosity; to hopefully contribute to the upliftment of humanity at 
large. | hope that this book might satisfy those goals even if just a tiny bit. 


Please note that | am fully aware that my country, the United States, 
currently appears to be, and may be, split right down the middle, between 
two competing sides, that split expressing itself in various ways. Whether 
the labels used are accurate or not, here they are: The Left and The 
Right; Conservatives and Liberals; Democrats and Republicans. 


The broader labels are Left and Right. The Left is said to compose 
Democrats and Liberals. There are other political parties, as well as other 
ideologies, such as The Green Party, The Libertarian Party; libertarians, 
socialists, etc. But the Right and Left divisions serve as umbrella labels 
for political parties and ideologies. 


The Right is said to include Republicans and Conservatives. The split has 
become so intense that the State of Texas may secede from the Union‘. 


3 Mainstream media 
4 Although in 2006 former Justice Antonin Scalia wrote that the Civil War 
settled the case that a state cannot secede from the union, the issue is not that 
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And | would not be one to say that it’s unlikely. On January 26th, 2021, 
Representative Kyle Biedermann filed House Bill 1359, known as the 
Texas Independence Referendum Act. 


The Act would allow citizens of Texas to vote, in November of 2021, on 
whether the Texas Legislature should create a joint interim committee to 
develop a plan for achieving Texas independence. The subject of Texas 
secession is not new, but gained a great deal of traction because of 
perceptions, in Texas, regarding possible voting and election fraud, 
nationwide, that caused the defeat of President Donald J. Trump in the 
2020 Presidential election. 


Though | have always avoided defining myself by political or ideological 
labels, that seems to be rapidly changing. Since around the year 2011, | 
have been tending more towards The Right, although | was definitely not 
on The Left. In the case of the subject of Reparations, clearly The Left 
tends to support extending Reparations to Black people, and The Right 
tends to oppose extending Reparations to Black people. 


A special note: The reader should be advised that | was born in the year 
1950. | am not a product of this generation, and | do not countenance, do 
not subscribe to, nor would | ever use such intellectually insulting tools as 
political correctness, cultural cancellation, grievance politics, lame and 
meaningless charges of the fiction called cultural appropriation as 
intimidating weapons used for the purpose of forcefully advancing social 
change or bringing an end to Western civilization, which appears to be the 
goal of cancel culture. | do not support that goal. Western civilization is 
not, and has not been, wholly destructive. In fact, Western civilization has 
evolved to create many good things for humanity. If there’s any 
cancellation to be done, | propose that we cancel cancel culture; cancel 


simple. To see a fascinating discussion on the issue, see Texas Secede. 


(Archived file) 


XX Preface 


political correctness; cancel grievance politics; cancel the idea of “cultural 
appropriation as being something bad. 


Such practices are weak and unintelligent, though potentially dangerous. 
They may work, but, in my view, intimidation, as well as the dulling of the 
intellect by the supposed cancellation of information and opinions are 
weak and pathetic practices. 


Those practices are no different than the medieval practice of condemning 
so-called heretics as being out of line with a rigid and dogmatic orthodoxy. 
Luckily, there is now a nationwide backlash—from school boards to 
university professors—against these practices’. 


As Professor Glenn Loury stated: 


My argument about political correctness is not tendentious or 
partisan — it's analytical. The core of ; 
the argument is that when groups care CT 7 ‘ y . « i 
a lot about maintaining conformity of 3 

belief on some matter of critical i = 

interest to them, then the hunt for ; a 

heretics is always ongoing [Author \ 





emphasis]. ee N 
a Al \ .\ 

We're always looking for deviants. The Professor Glenn Loury 

willingness to speak in certain ways Courtesy vox.com 


can be a sign of deviance, because if 

speakers know that punishment awaits them for speaking in 
particular ways, the only speakers willing to take the risks are indeed 
people who are not reliable on whatever the core belief or value is.2 


Continuing this explanation of who I’m not, | do not view White folks as 
scourges of the earth, as appears to be emerging as one of the single- 
most popular views in America today, even by White folks (generally, 
liberal leftist White folks). | do not support any other of the soul-less, 
suffocating, colorless, mean-spirited modifications to American language 
and culture that, as | see it, have been introduced by a class of super 
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uptight, paranoid, humorless and unhappy (obviously), weak people 
whose influence, | sincerely hope, will be short lived so that we can get 
back to being human beings again (Make America Human Again.) 


The reader should also know that, for our modern world, | hold the 
following as archaic, divisive, clearly dangerous to our ascent to a higher 
civilizational state, and virtually useless: 1.) race as a categorizing term, 
though | am aware that the category will probably never cease to exist; 2.) 
race as prime identity; 3.) obsessive race consciousness (especially in the 
United States); 4.) race issues, such as CRT, as a tool for the promotion 
of perpetual victimhood and social division in my country, whether that 
promotion is by way of conscious effort or subconscious acceptance. 


| am under no illusions whatsoever that those four current realities will 
disappear any time soon. They all exist virtually as life forms, 
unfortunately, threatening the health of the nation, fed for ulterior motives 
by a sick and divisive mainstream media and an equally sick and divisive 
political class. Where is the military when you need it? Just kidding. 


Despite my distaste for the above four examples of elements that | believe 
define a lower state of consciousness, | deal with them because the 
subject of Reparations for Black Americans, aside from its fundamental 
aspect as a method of restorative justice, is also saturated with the issue 
of race, racism, perceived racism, etc. The obvious reason for that is the 
slavery of Black people, and post-slavery after-affects, neither of which, in 
my opinion, can be denied, no matter which side of the Reparations fence 
one stands on. 


5 Critical Race Theory, a duplicate theory that is pre-dated by the divisions 
created in Communist China, during the Cultural Revolution (1966-1976), which 
highlighted the concepts of the “petty bourgeoise” and the “proletariat” to 
attempt to divide society, using class, not race, as the dividing issue, in order to 
consolidate power in the hands of the CCP (Chinese Communist Party). 
Actually, more so in the hands of Mao Zedong. 


XXxii Preface 


But it is unfortunate and detestable to the extreme that the issue of 
Reparations for Black people is not being promoted based solely on the 
legitimate notion of restorative justice. Reparations are being pushed for 
reasons of achieving political power for the Democratic Party. It’s called 
votes—Black votes. That’s how our people have always been used. 
There is no real care for Black folks coming from the Democratic Party. 
Black people, in my opinion, are being used (again) to achieve political 
power for one political party. It’s about votes. If you have never seen the 
movie, Bullworth, do so. It is a very biting political satire that includes 
scenes depicting how politicians use Black folks to achieve political power, 
not to help Black people. Some of it is a bit over the top, but it’s still 
excellent. 


This calls to mind something that a high-ranking military friend once told 
me. He said that on the first day of a high-level political science class he 
had enrolled in in college, the professor said, “Politics, political systems, 
and politicians have nothing whatsoever to do with serving the public. The 
purpose of politics, political systems, and politicians is to obtain and 
maintain power.” Reparations has been hijacked by the political class. 
Nevertheless, | present the views of PRAs. 


| acknowledge that there is a case for Reparations. Yet, at the same time, 
| have questions, all of which, for me, place Reparations on the back 
burner (if not totally off of the stove) for America, or as something that 
simply seems impossible to achieve. There are questions. 


1. My observation has led me to believe that there is no political or 
cultural subject in the United States that can be evaluated on the 
basis of its own merits, in isolation of other topics, related or not. | 
believe that Reparations is being identified as a ‘Leftist’ cause, rather 
than evaluated on its own merits. 


My observation of the American Left/Right dynamic is that each side 
defines the other side, in hardline terms, by any one or any group of 
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items. If, for instance, you support Climate Emergency (formerly 
called Climate Change, formerly called Global Warming), you're “a 
leftist,” and it is assumed that you adhere to all other positions on 
topics that are defined as leftist. And if you support Open Carry, then 
you are defined as right wing, and it is assumed that you support 
every other topic generally supported by people in the Right. 

With those two examples in mind, then, 


2. How can Reparations be seriously considered on its own merits, by 
the American Right, for example, when the call for Reparations is 
now, no doubt, labeled a leftist-supported item, lumped together along 
with all that the Amercan Left, especially its adherents of Woke-i- 
anity,® demands? As it stands today, in Congress, without more 
support for Reparations from the Right, Reparations is a dead letter. 
The positions of both sides are hardened. That is simply fact. 


In the United States, nothing, these days, can stand on its own merits. 
My opinion, based on my observation, is that The American Right, as 
well as the adherents of Woke-i-anity on the American Left, as it 
stands today, will not consider any particular belief of each other’s 
side in isolation of its other beliefs, although | find the adherents of 
Woke-i-anity to be much more dogmatic (to the point of violence and 
murder) and insistent that every single dogma of theirs be accepted.’ 
In Congress, you cannot think that you can dogmatically ram through 
your beliefs. Congress serves (or is supposed to serve) various 
constituencies. 


§ My name for the religion of the American Left. 

7 It must be noted that the Left/Right divide is international. For example, in 
Eurasia, there is an emerging fight, regarding the definition of marriage, that is 
moving toward the Right. On July 1, 2020, Russia Constitutionally defined 
marriage as heterosexual. On December 15'*, 2020, Hungary followed suit. 
The Constitutions of Armenia, Belarus, Bulgaria, Croatia, Georgia, Latvia, 
Lithuania, Moldova, Montenegro, Serbia, Slovakia and Ukraine define marriage 
as the union of a male and a female. 
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It means that compromise needs to take place. Who compromises, 
these days? 


| see the American Left, guided by it’s religion, Woke-i-anity, as 
tyrannical. It was not the American Right that burned down cities in 
the summer of 2020. It was the 
American Left. It was White 
ee Antifa-influenced youth, and 
cay Black BLM-influenced youth. 
rev auTuosty ce MOTSsEoucesoONe} cosy — MOM, a leftist institution, 
Netter consistently lied, referring to the 
“Mostly Peaceful Protests” riots as “peaceful protests.” The 
Courtesy jonathanturley.org fallacy and madness of such a 
claim was displayed when a 
journalist was outside reporting on the riots, and behind him, in the 
background, everything was up in flames. This is the kind of thing 
that moved me further and further towards the American Right. Right 
in front of our faces, MSM was attempting to use propaganda while 
we were actually seeing what was going on. Do you realize, reader, 
how powerfully such in-your-face propaganda displays the utter 
contempt that MSM has for us? It now views itself as God, and its 
reporting as Scripture. Do you? The incorporation of Reparations by 
the Left, MSM, the Democratic Party, and the religion of Woke-i-anity 
as one of their immutable dogmas now renders Reparations 
impossible to be considered within its own merits by the Right. 





And regarding the Reparations bill before Congress, H.R.40, it’s 
important to know what’s being proposed. The bill does not propose 
dollar amounts to be given to Black folks. The bill is about whether “to 
establish a commission to study and consider a national apology and 
proposal for reparations for the institution of slavery.” What's to be 
voted on is whether or not a body of people should be assembled who 
will study Reparations proposals. 
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This is one reason I’m very suspicious. If the bill is passed, then the 
commission will be assembled. How long will that take? Once the 
commission is assembled, it will study the issue of Reparations. How 
long will that take? I'll answer through cynicism (sorry): Each phase 
will take long enough to assure that Black folks can be kept in the 
pockets of the Democratic Party for votes. 


Not for a nano-second do | believe that the Democratic Party is 
pushing Reparations because it suddenly loves Black folks. They just 
want our votes. 


So, they dangle, before us, the hope that, ‘eventually,’ the money will 
flow. No, what will flow are the politicians, running for office, invading 
Black Churches begging for votes. “I’m Congressman Dewey Little. | 
voted for the study to consider the possibility of perhaps thinking 
about, whether or not there should be a commission to study 
proposals for extending Reparations to Black people. VOTE FOR 
ME!!!” And you vote for him, and then you wait. Or do you? That’s 
what Part II of my book is about: not waiting; making your own 
‘Reparations’ and helping others to do the same. 





3. PRA scholars and mathematicians have said that a proper 
Reparations package would cost between $10 trillion and $14 trillion, 
that upper figure being more than half the current U.S. national debt®. 
Although PRA scholars and mathematicians, as you will read later, 
have offered that Reparations can possibly be paid without taxing 
Americans, the Reparations dollar figure will seem unacceptable, | 
believe, to most Americans, anyway. 


4. Now, | mean no offense here, but this is a question forme. PRAs 


cast Reparations to Black Americans as a justice issue; as a moral 
issue; and as a financial issue that is, in part, tied to generational 


8 $26 trillion 
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poverty, as well as to the ever-increasing wealth gap between Blacks 
and Whites. | can go along with the justice issue and the financial 
issue. 


But | am wondering why PRAs would push for Reparations based on 

moral integrity, when, thus far, the United States government, | would 
think PRAs would say, has never demonstrated the moral integrity to 

do justice to Black folks with respect to Reparations. Of course, The 

American Right says that, “since 620,000 Americans died, during the 
Civil War, in part to end the slavery of Black people, the nation’s debt 
has been paid.” 


I’m not saying that it has been paid. But | have heard top PRAs 
constantly cast White people as the perpetual enemies of Black 
people, while at the same time expecting Whites, who compose most 
of the federal government, and who compose the majority of the 
American populace, to pay Reparations to Black people. Does that 
make any sense? 


You're casting White people as your mortal and perpetual enemies, 
while at the same time demanding that the federal government, which 
is composed mostly of White people, pay you Reparations due to 
what you define as White supremacy. As my childhood friend, Ralph, 
would put it, “That don’t even make good NONsense!” | wouldn't wait 
too long for the check, if | were you. Which is pretty much what Part 
II of this book is about: Better not wait for that check. This brings up 
No. 5. 


Dependence mentality. The roll-out of a very sophisticated 
Reparations schedule, | would imagine, would not necessarily create 
a sense of a form of dependency within the Black American psyche 
that our people, Black folks, simply do not need. We do not need to 
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feel dependent?. Can a Reparations schedule help create a non- 
dependent, self-sufficient Black community; self-sufficient Black 
individual? Can it? | have huge doubts. 


That Reparations is owed or is perceived as being owed to Black folks 
does not remove the fact that if an individual does not have certain 
values or training, then that which is paid back as Reparations can 
end up a noose around that person’s neck that kills him, figuratively 
speaking. 


6. Does the call for Reparations itself create a psychologically 
debilitating sense of waiting? 


7. This one is a bit difficult for me to explain in just a few words, but it is 
extremely important. This has to do with what | consider to be an 
existentially dangerous political propaganda, psychological warfare 
approach being used by The Left, the danger being to three things. 


a. the strength of the country, especially in competitive terms 
b. the strength of the individual 
c. the ability to intelligently seek compromise 


For brevity’s sake, I'll talk only about Item a. The over-the-top, 
exaggerated, intense use of round-the-clock grievance politics, with a 
certain caricature at the center, has taken over the society. It is being 
used by the media and a certain sector of the political class in the 
same manner that an external enemy of the country would use divide 
and conquer techniques to weaken that country. |t doesn’t matter 
whether this technique is consciously being used as a method of 
weakening the country or is being used out of sheer stupidity. The 
result will be the same: a weakened country. 


° Having a job, by the way, does not translate to dependency. | am talking 
about forms of debilitating dependency that create and sustain an 
impoverished mentality, as well as poverty itself, sometimes generational. 
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And no, it is not being used because suddenly there is some great 
love of Black people, or because some mystical epiphany about our 
position in society has captivated The Left. | see a relentless, 
24/7/365 war being waged against a fictitious caricature called White 
people. The irony is that the majority of the perpetrators of this war 
are Whites themselves who dominate the Left, MSM, the Democratic 
Party, and who adhere to Woke-i-anity. This war is being waged 
primarily from the political Left, which is dominated by Whites who 
have created the fictitious caricature, White people. 


It's as if majority Whites of the Left have instigated some kind of 
ideologically-based internecine, intra-racial civil war—Whites of The 
Left against Whites of The Right—with Whites of The Left using 
Blacks as fodder. | now see a new attempt to use even Asian 
Americans as fodder in this Mostly White Ideologically-based 
internecine, intra-racial civil war, with more and more reports of a 
supposed big increase in White-on-Asian violence in America. Again, 
with the White caricature (invented by Whites of The Left) being the 
enemy of Chinese-Americans. 


The main attempt, and it’s coming solely from The Left, is to elevate 
the White caricature, even in the minds of Whites themselves, as the 
principal enemy of the people. Example: Unless you were hooked on 
Facebook and Twitter memes, it did not take much to see a distorted 
projection, by MSM, of Trump followers. For virtually every single 
Trump rally, MSM supplied, in its news organs, pictures of the White 
caricature’°—a beer-bellied, angry-faced, flag-holding, supposedly 
“ignorant,” MAGA-cap-wearing White male—a projection designed to 


10 Caricature: a picture, description, or imitation of a person in which certain 
striking characteristics are exaggerated in order to create a comic or grotesque 
effect. 
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create the idea that Trump followers 
were relegated to some “lower class” 
sector of America. Nevermind, of 
course, that the brilliant young 
scholar, Dr. Steve Turley, was and is 
a strong Trump supporter. (See his 
videos at YouTube and BitChute.) 
Nervermind that 150 scholars of a 
group called Scholars and Writers for 
Trump supported President Trump, Dr. Steve Turley 
despite claims that “Trump has no Courtesy youtube.com 
support from intelligent people.” 





This was nothing more than slick propaganda. The use of this type of 
propaganda, by the way, also reveals a form of contempt that The 
Left, through MSM, displays for the American people at large, no 
matter the ideological side. 


I’m still trying to piece this phenomenon together. But one thing | 
notice is that there is a central ideological difference between the two 
sides that has nothing whatsoever to do with the Black population. 
And it’s quite easy to see one aspect of the fundamental nature of 
these differences, that nature reflected in the current “Big Tech” and 
“Alt-Tech” (or New Tech, or New Media, as Tarl Warwick prefers to 
call Alt-Tech), media war. 


Massive censorship practices—de-platforming, de-monetizing, 
shadow banning—are being practiced heavily by Big Tech. We all 
saw Facebook’s and Twitter's banning of Trump, but censorship 
practices are daily and heavily being used against people on The 
Right. What's so fascinating is that, while The Left screams 
“inclusiveness,” | have discovered that The Right is much more 
inclusive than The Left in the area of media and free speech. 
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| adhere to a non-Christian religion. | posted something about my 
religion at Gab, a New Tech media platform run by a staunch, 
dedicated Christian, Andrew Torba. | was mildly certain that it would 
be taken down. It was not. At Facebook, on the other hand, | posted 
lots of Right-leaning material. After months of that, | deleted my 
Facebook account because | got tired of the meme culture there. 


When | tried to open the account again, | received a message that | 
was banned from Facebook. When | told my brother-in-law, he said, 
“Congratulations!” and we celebrated. My banning meant that | must 
have been doing something right (pun intended or not). 


Censorship was practiced by the Soviet Union. | lived through the 
Cold War. | know that Pravda was the official newspaper and organ 
of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union. 
It was a propaganda rag for the totalitarian dictatorship of the CPSU". 


It is absolutely astonishing that, right here in America, | am witnessing 
a form of the return of Soviet style censorship, the illusion being that 
MSM is composed of ‘different’ news organs, when, in fact, the 
reporting by a// MSM news organs, on social, political, economic, and 
other matters, is essentially the same. 


So, one central difference between the two sides that | am witnessing 
and have been directly touched by is the issue of freedom of speech, 
something that totalitarian systems do not allow. It’s been claimed 
that, historically, all totalitarian systems emerged from The Left. Is it 
true? True or not, the America Left, today, in its actions, supports 
totalitarianism. 


There is a very clear effort, by The Left and its MSM, to heavily 
control, through propaganda, the thought patterns of Americans. 


11 Communist Party of the Soviet Union 
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Also, unfortunately, for many Americans, MSM is now a scripture. 
There is no debate. There is only dogma and heavy propaganda. 


| believe that this is dangerous to the country at large. Without free 
speech, then we become slaves. This weakens the country and 
opens it up to external and internal subversion. The elevation of the 
fictitious persona of the perpetually oppressive White caricature, 
coupled with the fictitious persona of the everlasting Black victim, 
would be a Godsend to me were | in charge of the intelligence 
apparatus of an enemy foreign country [HINT. And no, it ain’t Russia]. 


Remember: These are questions; concerns. What happens to 
incentive? What happens to testing oneself? Life places pressure on 
us. Our attitudes towards how to react to that pressure can make the 
difference between success and failure, both for ourselves and others. 
You will read about powerful concrete examples of that, in my life, in 
Part II. Under trials, you can discover things about yourself. This 
book, for instance, was produced due to the pressure | felt from the 
current American atmosphere that | am at odds with. Can 
Reparations be used to incentivize Black folks? 


| admit, openly, that | am so distrustful of the Democratic Party that | 
perceive anything coming from them, supposedly “for” Black folks, as 
being nothing more than an attempt to keep us in a state of being 
perpetual victims, used by the Democratic Party as a voting block. 
This is why | am much more inclined to see our people return to the 
pre-1960s ethic of self-development. 


Now that Reparations is chiefly in the hands of the Democratic Party, | 
seriously doubt that positive self-development, of the individual and of 
the community would come out of Reparations. And | DON’T CARE 
that Blacks in the Democratic Party are at the head of the Reparations 
push. The Democratic Party is the Democratic Party, no matter the 
racial composition. \t has a mindset that is destructive for our people. 
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Proof? The 2020 summer riots occurred in cities run by the 
Democratic Party. Case closed. 


Reparations will be used to strengthen The Left’s use of the White 
caricature against The Right, with The Left attempting to score points 
against The Right by charging White opponents of Reparations as being 
strictly anti-Black, in the hopes of gaining votes and amassing more 
political power. The Right, on the other hand, will not separate 
Reparations out as an independent subject, because it too will want to 
gain votes from the 67% of Americans that are against Reparations, and 
amass more political power. Reparations, as such, will be crushed 
between the two. My advice to Black folks is to ignore Democratic Party 
use of Reparations to get your votes. Instead, turn inward and develop as 
individuals and as communities around the country. 


| take my stance as solid because, as you will see in Part II, | successfully 
applied the excellent principles that were taught by pre-1960s Black 
parents and the pre-1960s Black community, all over the country’2. My 
efforts literally brought success to scores of other Black people. Good 
principles do not become obsolete. They do not become “old fashioned.” 
Good, solid principles are eternal. 


As you will see in the later chapters, | was raised at a time when Black 
parents, Black relatives, Black neighbors, and the Black community—at 
least where | grew up, in a working-class neighborhood of the south side 
of Chicago—did not spend time concerning themselves with, or obsessing 
over, racial issues. White folks virtually did not exist. Time was spent 
building the spiritual, intellectual and psychological health and strength of 


122 For an excellent perspective on pre-1960s Black America, view this video of 
an interview of Robert Woodson by David Hoffman. Woodson is founder and 
president of the Woodson Center, which supports neighborhood-based 
initiatives to revitalize low-income communities: Original Internet source. 


(Archived file) 
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the children and the community. It appears that this is now a little-known 
fact. 


Although, as you will read, | spent some seven years as a serious, 
hardcore black nationalist, the early focus by my black parents, relatives, 
neighbors and community on building me, spiritually, intellectually, and 
psychologically, as a human being, returned within me, as early training 
will often do after someone has veered from that training over time. Did | 
just say that | was perfect? Absolutely not (You'll discover that fact in Part 
II!). But | think that when you read Part II of this book, you'll hook it up; 
you'll clearly understand where I’m coming from. The proof is in the living 
and producing. 


Anyway, in some sense | might be called a foreigner to today’s incessant 
discussions and corrosively saturated atmosphere regarding race. 
Perceive me as having just arrived from a planet that orbits a star in the 
Pleiades, after having spent decades of vacation time there. Or perceive 
my coverage, in Part I, of PRA arguments and race history as my being a 
devil's advocate for Reparations. 


| will do my best to be fair to PRAs, and | will do so by dealing with some 
of the history of race, racism, slavery, discrimination, prejudice, etc., 
especially as perceived by PRAs. | will cover those subjects in Part I of 
this book. 


There are ten appendices, Appendix A thru Appendix J, which are not 
superfluous. So the appendices are very important parts of the book. 


The material in Part II of this book is meant for encouragement to any 
American, but especially to young Black Americans. | hope that nothing | 
mention in Part II will be interpreted as my being boastful, although | 
admit, openly, that | am proud of what I’ve done to help people. It was, 
and beyond any doubt, the Grace and Mercy of Almighty God that allowed 
me to help people directly, as well as many people | had not even known, 
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until decades later, that | had helped. One aim, in Part II, is to point to the 
reality of the ongoing struggle in nature, as | like to call it, and how that 
struggle can lead to forms of liberation—for you as well as for others! 


| caution the reader, in advance, that Part II, and a little bit of Part I, 
includes some rather ‘colorful’ or raw language, although I’ve tried to 
‘clean it up’ by using asterisks or other conventions to ‘hide’ the actual 
word. | really struggled even doing that, not wishing to offend my religious 
and spiritual brothers and sisters, or any sensitive reader. My apologies in 
advance and remember me in your prayers. 


| must say, though, that | was heartened when | consulted two very pious 
members of two different religions/spiritual practices: Islam and Falun 
Dafa, a practice rooted in Buddhist traditions. Both of them felt that my 
decision to use ‘colorful’ language was cool, but dependent on my niat, as 
it's called in Islam, or cetana, as it’s called in Buddhism, both of which 
mean intention (I'll choose to ignore the saying about “the road to hell...”) 


If you have problems with colorful language, what can | say? This is 
planet earth. | have never met an angel. (/ damn sure ain’t been one). | 
have to communicate with all of my people, meaning all Americans. This 
means talking to everyone from the south Los Angeles Skid Row blade"? 
on Figueroa Street to the elite members of the Cumberland Club, in 
Cumberland Foreside, Maine. 


A language is a language. It reflects the culture as well as the sub- 
cultures of a society and it can be difficult to impart their flavors or spirit or 
energies or style or even their peculiar form of savoir faire, if you will (or 
even if you won't) without using their Janguage. | guess that’s called an 
excuse. Well, whatever. | did my best. 


13 Ho stroll; track; strip; area where prostitutes ply their trade 
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Also, racial slurs‘4 will be used in Part II, the biographical part where | 
explain why | don’t want Reparations. Any objection from The Left is 
bogus. You drive around in your cars listening to gangsta rappers 
“singing” nigguh, nigguh, nigguh all damned day, yet you don’t blink an 
eye. Why? | know why. But that’s another book. 

Anyway, such slurs define an era, not “hate speech.” It’s history. And 
this disgusting attempt to destroy history; to deprive people of the 
knowledge of the culture and color (i.e., spirit; vibrancy; rhythm; style) of 
any given people, of any place or time in the world, displays ignorance, as 
well as some apparently self-perceived sense of Godhood, as if you can 
erase or “cancel” a history that has actually taken place. It’s also weak. 
Don't read the book if upholding your hypocrisy is more important to you 
than learning. 


Some names in this book are actual names, others are names chosen to 
protect the identities of people who may not wish their names to be 
mentioned in this book. In some cases, | used the chosen Arabic names 
of people who identify as Muslims and who use their Arabic names only 
amongst Muslims yet keep their legal “Christian” birth names. 

The picture of Dee and myself is real, but her physiognomy has changed 
greatly over the decades. Also “Dee” is not her real name. So her identity 
is protected. 


IMPORTANT NOTE: Any references to Internet sources, whether textual 
or video, mentioned in footnotes or endnotes of this book, will include the 
following format (The following example is from the first endnote of this 
book) 


Original Internet source ; (Archived file) 


14 Nigguh (Nigger), Hunkie, Polak, Dago, Spic, Chink, Mick, Jew-boy are slurs, as 
you'll see, that are used in a quote of my brother, from his unpublished book, 
Heaven Too Soon, in which he describes a (ahem) form of “race relations” of 
the 1950s. It’s history, not “hate speech.” 
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| have done this just in case (due to cancel culture, or some other reason) 
an Internet source mentioned in this book gets taken down from its 
original URL address. So, if you click “Original Internet source” and the 
document or video is no longer there, then click “Archived file” and you 
can read the article or view the video, because | have archived it. If our 
government goes totally Communist, or if it continues to allow Big Tech to 
act as a totalitarian government, then we're just up sh*t’s creek. But, for 
now, this archiving of Internet sources works. 


Please note that, to distinguish between footnotes and endnotes, | have 
italicized endnote numbers but not footnote numbers within the text. So 
obviously, when you see an italicized note number, the reference is to be 
found at the back of the book in the “Notes” section. 


| will try, right here, to summarize my stance so that, hopefully, my 
position will be very clear: | do not wish Reparations for myself. | feel it 
possible that others might hold the same view for themselves, and | feel 
that this book will give those people a voice. 


Although PRAs advance what they perceive as a legitimate, documented 
historical case for Reparations, | believe the following: 


1.) Essential to the needs of the Black community are the same things essential to 
the American community at large: balance, harmony, peace, security, the 
pursuit of happiness, and fair access to the resources that allow for the 
aforementioned needs/desires. 


2.) | question whether the extension of Reparations to Black people would supply 
us with what we need to obtain those things mentioned in No. 1, and do so for 
our descendants, for infinite generations to come. 


3.) Regarding No. 2, my personal belief is that, in order to help supply those needs 
for generations to come, the tools required are the tools | witnessed Black 
people use successfully in pre-1960s Black America—tools centered on 
values: 


4.) 
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a. Recognize and embrace the central importance of family, particularly 
the two-parent home, in creating long-range success 


b. In whatever legitimate pursuit, whether it be employment, 
entrepreneurship, or education, work like you're gonna live forever, 
and pray like you're gonna die tomorrow. 


c. Donotwaste time. Do not waste time. Do not waste time. 


d. Return to the tradition of having God right at the center of the home 
and the community at large, day in and day out. 


| believe that the current focus on Reparations in the United States is not 
based on care for Black people, even though Black people are at the head and 
the center of this current focus. | believe that the real focus on Reparations is 
chiefly based in the desire, by the Democratic Party, to obtain Black votes. 
For all Americans, whether individuals or communities, 99% of problems are 
internal and must be solved internally, not by external, self-serving entities 
such as the Democratic Party. 


If Reparations is extended to Black people by the United States government, | 
will be happy for those Black folks who receive “the check,” or whatever form 
Reparations would take. Just don’t hand me a check. 


| believe our country, the United States, is under attack, and mostly by forces 

within it (with external forces watching and licking their chops). Infinitely more 
important than Reparations, af this time in our history, is our very survival as a 
free, unified society. One fundamental, dangerous threat to our country is the 
attempt to erase our American identity by creating and attempting to maintain 
myriad sub-identities, and wrongly giving them perpetual and equal weight to 

our common identity as Americans. We'd better wake up, and fast. 


PART I 


Pay up! 


Introduction 
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And if thy brother, a Hebrew man, or a Hebrew woman, be sold unto 
thee, and serve thee six years; then in the seventh year thou shalt let 
him go free from thee. And when thou sendest him out free from 
thee, thou shalt not let him go away empty: thou shalt furnish him 
liberally out of thy flock, and out of thy floor, and out of thy winepress: 
of that wherewith the LORD thy God hath blessed thee thou shalt 
give unto him. And thou shalt remember that thou wast a bondman in 
the land of Egypt, and the LORD thy God redeemed thee: therefore | 
command thee this thing today. (Bible, Deuteronomy 15: 12-15.) 


he year was 1959. It was Saturday and very warm outside. | was 

sitting on the front porch with my big brother, Marcus, who was 17— 

eight years older than me. He suddenly stood up, ran up the stairs 
and went inside the crib. When he came back, he had two dimes. He 
handed them to me and said, “Hey, you want to go up to Fine’s and get 
some pop?!” Of course, | eagerly responded, “YEAH!” He said, “Okay! 
Go get a grape and an orange! When you come back, I’m going to show 
you a trick!” 


He gave me the dimes, and | ran to Fine’s Drug Store, which was on the 
northeast corner of 51st & Indiana, on Chicago's south side. Back then, a 
16-ounce bottle of pop cost ten cents. | bought one ‘grape’-flavored pop 
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and one ‘orange’-flavored pop and walked back as fast as possible. | did 
not know which | was more eager for: my 16-ounce bottle of pop or the 
trick he was going to show me. 


| returned and handed him the bag with the two bottles of pop inside. He 
then said, “Okay, listen. For this trick to work, you'll have to wait until | 
finish drinking my pop before you drink your pop.” Perfectly fine with me. 
Marcus was always full of surprises; always curious; always daring. Like 
the time he took me to Washington Park with a bow and arrow. He shot a 
sparrow out of a tree on the first shot with an arrow, brought it home, 
plucked it, cleaned it, and fried it. | had a problem with the idea of eating 
something that | had not seen killed on TV in the Westerns, so | took a 
pass. But! admired my big brother. | believed he could do anything. He 
was also very protective of me, so | had 100% confidence in him. 


| waited. He finished the grape pop, his favorite. Then he said, “Okay, 
now watch this!” He pulled out the orange pop—my pop—and guzzled it 
down quickly. | whined, “Why did you do that?!” He said, “Well, let me 
explain: The first pop was to quench my thirst. The second was for the 
taste.” 


Now, | had never heard of the word reparations before. But! did know 
one thing: He owed me one 16-ounce bottle of orange pop. And | am not 
kidding when | tell you that, to this day, every few years, | have demanded 
that he buy me a 16-ounce bottle of orange pop. | am now 70 years old. 
He is 78 years old, and lives in Arad, Israel. For the past 62 years he has 
simply refused to pay me for that pop. He just won’t. Naturally, | sent him 
the first copy of this book. | want my reparations! 


Lest the reader think that | am making light of the issue of Reparations, | 
am not. To understand whether the concept of Reparations (sometimes 
called “restorative justice”) is valid, there is no need whatsoever to cite 
scriptural verses, reference the Karelian Question in the history of Finnish 
Reparations, or The Holocaust in the history of German Reparations for 
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Holocaust victims and the State of Israel. The fundamental concept of 
Reparations is a very simple one that every child whose brother 
accidentally bumped into her and knocked her ice cream into a pile of mud 
fully understands: “PAY me! You OWE me!” There truly is nothing very 
complicated about it....or is there? 


Many questions arise. When does the historical background for the 
subject of Reparations for Black Americans who reside in the United 
States begin: When the first slave ships, as is 
generally believed, landed on the shores of 
Virginia, in America, in 1619? Before that, in 
1616, in the tobacco fields of Bermuda? Before | 
that, in 1586, at Roanoke Island? Before that, 
in 1526, when enslaved Africans were part ofa |ASiRiaRAie 
Spanish expedition to establish an outpost on "giave Ship Hoisting 
the North American coast in present-day South — (courtesy: alposters.com) 
Carolina? Before that when slave ships arrived 

in West Africa? Maybe even before that when tribal wars between black 
African tribes resulted in conquered Africans, from warring tribes, being 
sold to Europeans? 





Or was it before that, when Pope Nicholas V, in 1454, issued his Papal 
Bull, Romanus Pontifex'®, sanctioning the “perpetual 
slavery” of “Saracens” (Muslims) and “pagans” 
(“Pagans” meaning every non-Catholic/Christian, but 
especially, it clearly turned out, black Africans)? Or 
was it even before that, when that same Pope, two 
years earlier in 1452, had issued his Papal Bull, Dum 
Diversas"®, that original Bull sanctioning the perpetual 
slavery of conquered people, lending religious 

Pope Nicholas V approval, by the highest authority of Christendom at 


Courtesy revolvy.com 





15 See Appendix A 
16 See Appendix B 
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that time, to what would become known as “The Peculiar Institution?1”” 
You can study for yourselves the reasons authors give for Nicholas 
issuing two Papal Bulls of the same subject matter within two years. And 
those represent just one set of complications surrounding the subject of 
Reparations. 


There are other questions. There is the issue of timing. Is there, or 
should there be, a statute of limitations on historically legitimate demands 
for Reparations? Should descendants of those who were involved in the 
capture of slaves; descendants of slave owners who were involved in the 
exploitation of slaves; institutions, corporations'8, or nations that existed 
during slavery, and still exist, who benefitted financially from the sale of 
slaves—should any of those categories of people and entities be held 
responsible for extending Reparations to the descendants of the slaves, 
who may have suffered subsequent decades of post traumatic slave 
syndrome, to borrow a term used by Dr. Joy DeGruy for the title of her 
book Post-Traumatic Slave Syndrome: America’s Legacy of Enduring 
Injury and Healing? 


If Reparations are granted, what should be the source of funding? Should 
taxes for Reparations be extracted from every citizen of the nation, which 
would include even those whose ancestors had nothing to do with 
imposing slavery? We can choose a date when slavery on the shores of 
America began. But for the purpose of calculating Reparations payments 
is the period of slavery itself the only period taken into consideration for 
such calculations? What about the period of the deleterious results of 


17 Term for American southern slavery, first coined in 1830 by the pro-slavery 
politician John C. Calhoun, who served as the 7** Vice President of the United 
States from March 4, 1825 — December 28, 1832. 

18 On Wednesday, October 2%, 2002, Chicago, through its Slavery Era 
Disclosure Ordinance, became the first major city in the nation to approve an 
ordinance requiring all businesses vying for city contracts to search their 
records and disclose whether they profited from slavery. 
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slavery, such as the Jim Crow’? period, which lasted about 100 years, 
from the post-Civil War era until 1968, and included marginalization 
tactics, such as denial of the right to vote, hold jobs, get an education? 
Should that period of time be included in Reparations calculations and 
Reparation payments? 


The Black code laws detailed when, where and how formerly enslaved 
Black people could work; how much compensation for their work they 
could be paid. Throughout the south, the Black code laws were legal 
ways to put Black citizens into indentured servitude; to take away voting 
rights; to control where Black folks lived, where they traveled, and even to 
take the children of Black people for labor. Do the years that such 
practices lasted count, and should calculations be attempted to determine 
the accumulated losses of deserved compensation, losses that should be 
recovered and given to Black people as Reparations? 


One of the arguments put forward by PRAs is that the effects of the 
various forms of racism were accumulative and generational. As such, 
these advocates argue, the deleterious effects of post-slavery forms of 
racism that occurred, for instance, during the 100-year period of Jim Crow, 
must be included in Reparations calculations. 


Also, although opponents of Reparations, particularly White opponents, 
claim that neither they nor any member of their families possessed slaves, 
PRAs say that, even so, the federal government was responsible for 
allowing it and for endorsing it. A quote from an article written for ABC 
news reads: 


“You often hear individuals say, ‘I didn't own any slaves,’ and to them 
| always say, “Well, you may not have but the federal government 


19 Jim Crow laws, named after a Black minstrel show character, were a 
collection of state and local statutes that legalized racial segregation, and were 
officially ended with The Fair Housing Act of 1968, which 

ended discrimination in renting and selling homes (officially “ended”). 
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permitted it and endorsed it, facilitated it," Andre Perry, an economist 
and fellow at the Brookings Institution, told ABC News. "Therefore, 
the federal government has a responsibility of paying that back." 


“The policies that facilitated slavery were at fault,” Perry added. "The 
damage was caused by policy failure. Policies should drive the 
remedy.”3 


Regarding the accumulative, deleterious and generational effects of post- 
slavery racism, PRAs might site an incident in my own life as indicative of 
the need for restorative justice in the form of Reparations. 


In a later chapter, | will explain how actions that | took, decades after the 
following experience, greatly compensated for (but did not excuse) the 
racism and discrimination that was practiced against me. And | was not 
alone in being adversely affected by a certain discriminatory practice—it 
had a name. 


It was the year 1970. | was working at U.S. Steel Gary Works as a laborer 
in the Mason Department. The Mason Department was the bricklayer’s 
department. At the time, Gary Works was the largest steel mill in the 
world. 


My father, still alive at the time, was a construction carpenter in Chicago 
and still gainfully employed. In construction, amongst all the other 
tradesmen, the electrician was the most respected tradesman at a 
construction site. | decided that | wanted to make my father proud by 
becoming an electrician. | would do so by becoming an electrician 
apprentice first, entering the five-year Lake County Electrician’s 
Apprenticeship program. 


There was a process for becoming an electrician apprentice and entering 
the apprenticeship program. The first step was to pass a written test, 
which included math. The second step was to be interviewed by all the 
members of the Lake County Electricians Apprenticeship Board. If you 
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passed both phases, you would start your five-year apprenticeship and 
become an electrician. 


At the time, students from Indiana University had volunteered to prepare 

applicants for the apprenticeship by tutoring us. | can’t recall whether the 
tutoring took place at a local branch of the NAACP or the Urban League. 

As | recall, the tutoring took place twice a week. 


So | went through the tutoring, and the day to take the test arrived. | was 
a bit nervous, but due to the great tutoring | had received from those 
Indiana University students, | was not overcome by that nervousness and 
completed the exam confidently. 


| eventually received a letter from the Lake County Electrician’s 
Apprenticeship Board stating that | had passed the test. In fact, the letter 
stated that | had scored number three from the top, of all those in Lake 
County that had taken the written test. The letter also contained the date 
that | would appear for my interview with the members of the Lake County 
Electrician’s Apprenticeship Board. 


The date of the interview came. The interview was held in the evening. | 
found myself driving down a dirt path, as | recall, trees all around. 
Because of an in-built, Black-folks healthy (or unhealthy) paranoia, | 
began to wonder if I'd been led into a trap, where | would be /ynched. 
Yeah, this was 1970—no more lynching (supposedly). But, even in 
Chicago, you'd be very careful to not end up around 40" Street, west of 
Western, by yourself, where working-class White folks who were not 
necessarily fond of us Negroes resided. This was Gary, Indiana. But 
healthy paranoia was still part of my psyche. 


Anyway, the road finally opened up into a wide area that contained the 
headquarters building of the Lake County Electrician’s Apprenticeship 
Board. | entered. The first thing | noticed is that there were, | think, 15 
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men, all White, sitting there around a large table. | was directed to sit at 
one end of the table. The interview began. 


| was quietly astonished, though | quickly adjusted to some of the 
surprisingly unrelated questions that | was asked: “So tell us, young man, 
what do you think about the late Malcolm X?” Malcolm X had been 
assassinated five years earlier, in 1965, aside from the fact that there was 
obviously no direct, or even indirect association of Malcolm X with an 
electrician’s apprenticeship. 


It was time for theatre. Aside from my dad, my big brother, Marcus, was 
the toughest man | knew. He had a street rep of having simultaneously 
knocked out three men on the corner of 63" and Cottage Grove, in 
Chicago, in a street fist fight. Marcus was not a big man. He just had fire 
inside of him and would not take a whupping. Plus, he was skilled. 


Nevertheless he taught me how to apply a trick that would hopefully 
prevent me from getting into a fight. He called it theatre. He had actually 
taken theatre classes in college, as electives. And he was good at 
theatre. He would explain to me, 


“Okay, if a chump comes up to you, talking sh*t, wolfing about how 
he’s gonna kick yo ass, this is what you do. You look him straight in 
the eyes, and say the following to him, and say it very quietly, like you 
used to see one of them cowboys in the TV Westerns do: 


‘Okay, cool. | just want you to know something, 
first, before we get started. Most parents don’t 
want to see their children die before they do. So, 
if you love your mother, you will not want her to be 
attending yo funeral this week.’ 


And then you just stand there, looking in their eyes. If the fool has any 
sense, he'll back the f*ck up.” 
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My problem was that | was not good in fisticuffs. Instead, my solution, 
today, would be placed under a category called “severe anger 
management problem.” My way of ending a fight before it began was a bit 
different than theatre. | would go home and wait for a while, watching TV. 
Then I'd take my Louisville Slugger baseball bat, go find the person that 
had been picking on me, walk up to him while holding my Louisville behind 
my back, then bust him upside the head, sending him to Provident 
Hospital, as | once did to a bully named Chucky, on 51st Street in Chicago. 


It scared my dad to death. Chucky was now in the hospital, and my dad 
took me down to Chucky’s dad’s to aggressively apologize, saying, “Roy, | 
don’t know why Ronnie would do such a thing to your boy!” Well, Chicago 
ethnic neighborhoods of the 1950s, whether White-lrish, White-Italian, 
White-Polish, or African American were not places where parents thought 
about lawsuits. It was a different time. 


So Roy said to my dad, “Nate, don’t even worry about it. Chucky needed 
to get busted upside his head, the little bastard! He’s always messing with 
the other kids!! Your boy did GOOD! Chucky learned a lesson | been 
trying to tell him for months! Don’t worry, Chucky’s recovering fine. And 
when he gets out of the hospital, I’m gonna kick his goddamned behind 
AGAIN!!!” Roy meant it—as would any parent back in the 1950s. 


Anyway, since | didn’t have my Louisville with me at that table, | decided 
on theatre. | was just 20 years old, but | wasn’t stupid. | knew why they 
were asking me what | thought about Malcolm X: They wanted to make 
sure that | was a good nigger that would be apprenticing. So, theatre 
style, | sat their quietly for a while, as if | was being pensive to gather my 
thoughts. | was not. | knew exactly what | would say, although | didn’t 
know why it came to me so quickly—probably because of how badly | 
wanted to pass this interview, so | could tell my dad and make him proud 
that | would soon be studying to be a construction electrician. 
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Finally, | leaned forward, my elbows resting on the table, my fingers 
crossed, my chin resting on the palm side of my two thumbs, and said, 


“What distinguishes our great country from any other country in the 
world, or, for that matter, from any civilization in human history, is 
freedom of speech. While someone might disagree with the position 
of a Malcolm X, or even with the position of the great Reverend Dr. 
Martin Luther King Jr., it is the free and open ability of every 
American to air his position that makes our country the greatest and 
strongest country on earth.” 


After finishing that little speech, | literally felt sick to my stomach, and 
wanted to vomit. Because, although | was sitting there dressed Jake?®, | 
was still a Black revolutionary nationalist and Pan-Africanist at heart. And 
the very idea of saying all that bullcrap, as | saw it then, was enough to 
make me puke. And | did puke, but later. 


| sat there waiting for a reaction, trying as hard as | could to prevent from 
vomiting on the table. My eyes went around the table, looking at each 
member of the Board. Over on the right, | saw two of them turn to each 
other, nodding and smiling, obviously in approval of my speech. 


Another one walked over to the head of the Board, whispered something 
into his ear, and then they both nodded at each other and smiled. One of 
them stood up, walked over to me, stuck out his hand for a shake. And | 
shaked it—another unpleasantry, then, that | was forced to tolerate. All | 
could think about was making my dad proud. He walked back to his seat, 
but not before patting me on my shoulder. My racial cynicism instantly 
caused me to think, angrily, that as he patted me, he was thinking, “Good 
boy!” Good boy. 


The head of the Board looked at me, and said, “Very good!” | then took 
the opportunity: “Thank you, sir. May | be excused for a moment, please? 
| need to use the washroom.” Almost aggressively, he said, “Sure! Go 


20 Dressed conservatively, in a suit and a tie. 
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right ahead! And take your time!” His take-your-time offer was greatly 
appreciated, believe me. When | got inside the washroom, | opened the 
door to a stall, entered it, locked it, fell to my knees, and vomited in the 
toilet. 


These days, the thought of that day back in 1970 reminds me of a few 
scenes that occur in the 2019 hilarious movie, Knives Out, in which an 
Hispanic nurse in the employ of a rich man vomits every time she tells a 
lie, because she has an instinctive aversion to lying. If you haven't seen 
that movie, do check it out. It’s really a great piece! 


| had no instinctive aversion to lying. But, although, technically, | had not 
told a lie about freedom of speech in America, | had certainly lied about an 
implied patriotism that | possessed, and that | had theatrically dropped 
inside of their minds. The most important thing in my mind was taking the 
South Shore South Bend Railroad train to Chicago to tell my dad that I’d 
made it, so that he would be proud of me. 


Another thing that | was thinking about was something my dad had 
repeatedly told my brother and | while we were growing up: “When you're 
dealing with the White man, you don’t have to hate him. Nor do you have 
to grovel to him. Just use your head and keep your dignity.” After 
finishing vomiting, | smiled and sent mental thanks to Daddy Cheese, as 
the family called my dad. | had used my head. But perhaps only because 
I'd left my Louisville at home. 


So now came the wait. The next week it appeared in the mail—a letter 
from the Lake County Electrician’s Apprenticeship Board. | opened it. It 
stated, “Welcome aboard!” and told me that since | had passed the written 
exam, as well as the interview, | would be starting my apprenticeship. 

And the letter included the actual date that | would be starting that 
apprenticeship. YES! The next day, | boarded the South Shore South 
Bend Railroad train and rode it to Chicago. | got to the family home, at 
9201 S. Perry, and walked inside. 
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Every member of the Chism family always kept a key to the family home, 
which had somehow been purchased by our ‘uneducated’ grandmother, 
who probably hadn’t spent a day even in elementary school. To this day, 
nobody knows how she obtained the money to purchase that large home, 
which had long been totally paid for. 


The land upon which it sat had enough room for building five more homes. 
Emma Chism—Sugarbaby, as we called her—could get your payroll 
check cashed, if you’d been too busy to do so yourself on Friday, payday, 
and do so at 8:00 p.m. on a Sunday evening, even. “Give it here!” she’d 
bark. She’d take the check, walk to the garage, get in her car, drive 
somewhere, and come back with cash. In many ways, Sugarbaby had an 
‘education’ that was superior to most. 


My dad was sitting there, sipping from a glass of Chivas Regal. 
“Whaasup, Cheese?” He responded, “Hey, Jones.” Dad called 
everybody ‘Jones.’ After that, | said nothing. | simply handed him the 
letter from the Electrician’s Apprenticeship Board. He read it, looked up at 
me, his eyes watering, and said, “Goddamit, boy, I’m PROUD of you!” My 
dad was an undefeated boxer and the strongest man I’ve ever known. So 
his watering eyes, obviously, had nothing to do with weakness. I’d done 
it! I'd studied hard and made my dad proud. 


| cooled out at the family crib for that weekend, and then took the South 
Shore South Bend Railroad back to Gary. | lived at 540 Carolina, at the 
time, with my then wife, Matalaba. It was within walking distance of my 
gig at U.S. Steel. When | got off the train, | walked all the way to the crib, 
singing along the way, happy that the next huge phase in my life would 
soon begin—or so I’d thought. 


A week passed. | received a letter from the Electrician's Apprenticeship 
Board. It stated that, since it had selected its QUOTA of apprentices that 
would start their apprenticeship that year, | would have to, 
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1.) Wait one year, then, 
2.) Take the Electrician’s Apprenticeship exam again 
3.) Sit for the interview, before the Apprenticeship Board again. 


| couldn't believe it. | called the Board. A secretary answered. | said, “I 
just received this letter,” and | explained who | was: that | had scored third 
from the top on the exam, out of all the others that had taken the exam; 
that I'd passed the interview. Was the letter a mistake? No. It’s “our 
rules,” she said. | then asked, “Well, okay, | can wait a year. But can’t | 
just start my apprenticeship then? Why do | have to take the exam again 
and go through the interview again?” She said, simply, “That's our rules,” 


and hung up. 


Now | had to do what would be the most difficult thing I'd ever had to do 
up to that point in my life: Tell my dad what had happened. So | again 
boarded the South Shore South Bend Railroad train, on my way to 
Chicago, my stomach with butterflies, nervous. 


| get to the crib, and hand the letter to my dad. He punched in the air. 
And this time his eyes were watering not for happiness. He was close to 
tears. My dad then told me a story. 


When he was a young man, long before | was born, he had taken an 
exam, at a central location in Chicago, to become an apprentice 
machinist. 


He had passed the test with flying colors and had been given a date that 
he would start his apprenticeship at Continental Can Company. The date 
came, and he drove over to Continental Can to start his apprenticeship. 


When he got there, he was sitting in a room with a lot of other apprentices, 
all of whom were White. One by one, a secretary, standing behind a 
window, would call each man up individually, from a list of the qualified 
apprentices she was reading from who were supposed to begin their 
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apprenticeship that day. She finally called my dad’s name. 


“Mr. Nathaniel Chism.” My dad stood up and walked to the window. Just 
like any bureaucrat, she hadn't even looked up to see him. She had just 
read his name and gone back to whatever secretarial work she’d been 
doing. She finally stopped fiddling around with whatever she was doing 
and looked up at him. 


When she looked at him, her face betrayed a look of guarded surprise— 
but not guarded enough for my dad to fee/ what was probably about to 
happen. She said, “Uh...Mr. Chism, could you please wait here for a 
moment?” She was gone for about ten agonizing minutes, dad told me. 
When she came back, she said to my dad, “Mr. Chism, I’m so sorry to 
have to tell you this, but we have reached our quota of apprentices for this 
year. You will have to apply again next year.” 


Same bullsh*t. He would have to take the exam all over again but wait an 
entire year to do so. This quota system was one of the tricks that was 
used to keep Black people from advancing in society. And the quota 
system is an example of the generational poverty that could occur within a 
family, using that, as well as other racist tricks that were designed to keep 
Black folks ignorant, unemployed, deprived of good-paying jobs, and poor. 


Looks like a case for restorative justice, right? When the type of thing that 
happened to me and my dad can be sustained for generations, that's how 
generational poverty can be maintained. Life is hard enough without one 
having to face purposely engineered, diabolical discriminatory tactics. 


And when the tactics are targeted against one particular group, and are 
applied generation after generation, not everyone can sustain such 
attacks. We Chisms did and continue to do so, thank Almighty God. Not 
bragging. I’m just acknowledging, again, that | do not speak for all Black 
people, because people have different family situations; different physical 
and psychological capacities, etc. If you haven't done so as yet, take 
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some time to view the interviews, conducted by Mark Laita, at the 
YouTube channel, Soft White Underbelly, and you'll see stories of street 
people whom Mark has interviewed, and how, through no fault of their 
own, they grew up in extremely dysfunctional families and/or situations. 


Well, moving on. In a strange coincidence, about ten years after | had 
been cheated out of my apprenticeship, | was riding on a bus on my way 
to visit my mom. | got into a Black folks-type conversation with the guy 
that was sitting next to me. 


The subject of discrimination came up, and | began telling him what had 
happened to me in Gary. | had just barely described the situation, when 
he said, “What?! Why didn’t you come to me?!” | said, “Who are you?” 
He said, “I’m the lawyer that won the battle against that Board. We got all 
those brothers their apprenticeships.” 


Of course, | was angered. But, ten years earlier, | would not have even 
thought about going to “some White judge” and standing there in front of 
him while he’s “up on a throne.” Do | regret that | didn’t think about using 
the legal system? No. And you'll find out why in Part II of this book, 
where | explain why | want no Reparations from the United States. Bult, If 
you're discriminated against, use the legal system. I’m just saying that 
what / did, after leaving U.S. Steel, powerfully rectified the ugly evil I'd 
experienced, as you'll read in Part II. 


Now, | must add this: Though | have just presented a crystal clear case of 
actual racism, discrimination, and marginalization of non-Whites by 
Whites, which was extremely evil, there is another culprit that | must 
blame: myself. At the time, | was a hardcore, hate-filled black nationalist 
who could not stomach the very idea of “standing in front of some white 
man,” in a court of law, attempting to receive justice. 


In the first place, the thought of going to a court would never have 
occurred to me, because of my belief that justice was impossible to attain 
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through “the White man’s system.” But, clearly justice was obtainable, 
because a Black lawyer had taken the case of non-White “quota” 
apprenticeship candidates to “the White man’s courts,” and received 
justice. It is this kind of extreme mentality that | see in today’s American 
society. Black folks should be very careful about adhering to such 
extremes. 


Now, there /s an institution that | want Reparations from, but it’s not the 
United States government. You'll learn about that institution later, and 
why | will not let it off the hook, though | don’t expect that it will extend 
Reparations to me. | have demanded it, in a letter | sent. Again: Make 
sure that you read the appendices of this book. 


My country, though flawed, offered me a /ot of positive experiences, and | 
took advantage of them. And because | took advantage of them, | was 
responsible for the success for myself, as well as for scores of Black folks. 
More about that too later in Part II. 


The argument for Reparations, in other words, is valid, at least in some 
cases. | am no social theoretician. | do not possess the expertise of such 
Black luminaries as Dr. Claud Anderson, Dr. Boyce Watkins, Dr. William 
Darity, and other PRAs and super-advanced, PhD-holding Black folks who 
have more than earned the right to speak on the issue of Reparations. 
Both Dr. Boyce Watkins and Dr. William Darity, for example, possess 
PhDs in economics. They’re not fist-waving BLM members. 


| am just one Black man, and | do not speak for all Black people. Nor 
should the Democratic Party, the Republican Party, Liberals, the American 
Left, Black ‘rappers,’ or anyone else, in my humble (or not so humble) 
opinion. Nobody can speak for a// Black people. We are not a monolith. 
But if there be a Black man or Black woman that speaks on an issue, can 
we please pick one who is competent, not someone who ‘sings’ about 
“nigguhs” and “bitches” and killing cops. We have competent Black 
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experts. Why are they always ignored, in preference to some rapper, or 
some ex-stripper who “never used to sleep with guys”? (Yeah...right). 


As | said, it’s up to the government, | guess, to decide whether to extend 
Reparations to Black folks at large. I’m simply not interested in receiving 
Reparations from the United States government, for myself. 


How should Reparations be calculated? What should be the nature of 
Reparations: Cash payments to Black folks? Exemption from taxes? 

Free education? Should there exist the expectation that the citizens of the 
nation, whether their ancestors were directly involved in slavery or not, 
possess the moral integrity to be willing to accept that taxes be drawn 
from their income for the purpose of funding Reparations? 


And can moral integrity be legitimately factored into the decision-making 
process concerning extending Reparations to Black folks if the citizens at 
large have not been properly educated about the economic damage 
suffered historically by Black people due to slavery and its after-effects? 


And if not properly educated, should the government launch a massive 
and extended educational campaign to inform John Q and Mary Q Citizen 
of why they are going to be taxed2', why they should find the moral 
integrity to accept being taxed for slavery, and how Reparations will 
benefit them and the nation? 


And what about the psychological damage suffered by Black people, as 
evaluated by the clinical psychologist, Dr. Joy DeGruy, and covered in her 
book which was mentioned earlier? Is post traumatic slave syndrome still 
being suffered by Black people? And if so, what percentage of Black 
people are suffering from it? 


21 PRAs, as you'll see later, offer ideas for instituting Reparations that avoid the 
need to tax citizens. 
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If Reparations are to be extended to Black people based on psychological 
damage also, then what should be the nature of such Reparations? Free 
psychological counseling, and if so, for how long? Monetary Reparations 
based on some form [?] of calculation that can accurately estimate the 
average loss of money suffered by psychologically damaged Black people 
over a given period? How can it be determined that a psychological 
ailment suffered by a Black person is due to post-traumatic slave 
syndrome, rather than some common psychological problem that anyone 
in society might suffer from? 


There are so many questions that can be asked. So, for now, let’s just 
deal with the first one posed above: When did the institution of slavery 
begin inside America? 


Perhaps to the advocate of Reparations for Black Americans, it doesn’t 
matter when the institution of slavery can be said to have begun if, for 
instance, the issue of morality is to be taken into consideration. There is 
no doubt of the disgustingly brutal, murderous, and immoral aspects of the 
slavery of Black people and the Jim Crow after-slavery discriminatory 
practices against Black people. 


But, for obvious practical reasons involving the actual, necessary 
calculations (whether monetary, psychologically based, such as in the 
form of an apology to Black folks or based on some other metric) to be 
made in assessing the nature and/or amount of restorative justice to 
extend as compensation for slavery, we need a date. 


And we have it: August of 1619, 402 years ago, when the White Lion, a 
slave ship, brought the first Africans to Virginia. Now, if you ever dig into 
this, you will find yourself with a profound headache as you encounter the 
debates, between scholars, about “when slavery started.” To borrow a 
term from our Jewish brothers and sisters, Oy vey!! 


Introduction 21 


’m not taking anything away from the scholarly exercise of fine research. 
But, since the debate between scholars concerning “when slavery began” 
in America might go on for the next 35 years, how about we just settle on 
the traditional date of August of 1619, however distasteful or inaccurate 
that date may be to some of the scholars? 


War, Colonization, And Slavery 





Rudyard Kipling 


Courtesy srutis.blogspot.com 


“Oh, East is East and West is West, and never the twain shall meet.”22 


n whatever way Kipling meant his famous line, 

whether Biblically2, physically, racially, culturally, 

intellectually, or spiritually, had he lived about 400 
years earlier, a literal interpretation of his words would 
have fallen on the deaf ears of Pope Boniface VIII, 
who reigned as The Bishop of Rome, The Vicar of 
Jesus Christ, The Successor of the Prince of the 





Apostles, The Supreme Pontiff of the Universal Pape aera vii 
Church, Primate of Italy, Archbishop and Courtesy British-Israel/ 
Metropolitan of the Roman Province, Sovereign of the 234.html 


22 From a line in Rudyard Kipling’s poem, The Ballad of East and West 

23 The line has been said to have been mis-interpreted to refer to the opposite 
(European superiority over others) of what Kipling meant. It’s claimed the line 
echos various verses from the Psalms (e.g. Psalm 103,12) where the figure of 
speech is used to express the universality of the divine law in spite of estranging 
seas. 
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State of Vatican City, Servant of the Servants of God, Pope of the Roman 
Catholic Church, Head of the Body of Christ (the collective community of 
Catholics in the world) and pretender to global authority. Boniface made it 
crystal clear that, yes, East and West must meet for reasons that had 
been painted, especially as understood by those who lived within the walls 
of The Vatican, with the salvific blood of The Lord Jesus Christ: “We 
declare, say, define, and pronounce it to be necessary to Salvation for 
every human creature to be subject to the Roman Pontiff.”24 


So, never the twain shall meet would have been absolute falsehood to 
Pappa Boniface. Oh, the twain would meet, alright, though not with the 
sanction, nor, certainly, to the satisfaction of one of the parties of the 
twain: the enslaved. | really don’t know if it would be unfairly cynical of me 
to say this, but | sometimes wonder if Pappa had something else in mind 
also, besides the religious and spiritual salvation of the world in his desire 
to subject everybody to the Roman Pontiff. Perhaps a hint in that regard 
can be found in this alleged saying of Pappa Bonafice: 


There is no more harm in adultery than in rubbing one's hands together. 


Unfortunately, from what I’ve been able to determine thus far, there is no 
documented, contemporaneous source for that quote. At least | could not 
find one. 


But there is another well-documented source that offers us a glimpse into 
the mindset of colonizers (including ‘spiritual’ ones) during the colonization 
period. And it comes from Zacharias Thundy: 


The history of Western civilization seems to have given ample 
support to Kipling’s fear: “For East is East and West is West, and 
never the twain shall meet.” During the last five centuries of colonial 
expansion, the colonial powers were not interested in understanding 
the natives, their religions, and their ideologies. They were driven by 


24 See Appendix C 
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crass materialism, which sought to exploit the colonies without much 
opposition from the Christian moral code. This attitude is echoed in 
Kipling’s doggerel: 


“Ship me somewhere East of Suez, where the best is like the worst, 
where there aren't no Ten Commandments, and a man can raise a 
thirst.” 


Those of us who have lived with Europeans in India and the West 
during the colonial period and after know that most of them as a rule 
carry the ‘White Man’s Burden’ (Kipling) and the conception of the 
Orientals as ‘lesser breeds without the law’ (Macaulay); like colonial 
masters everywhere, they were not accustomed to consider the 
Easterners as their equals.4 


Thundy’s observations seem to clearly suggest that Pappa Boniface’s 
alleged adulterous proclivities are genuinely reflected in the 
aforementioned unsourced quote of him, since the only thing guiding 
colonizers, at the time, according to Thundy, was “crass materialism,” 
buttressed by a conception of non-Europeans as “lesser breeds without 
the law.” Pappa Boniface’s views on adultery, apparently uninfluenced by 
whatever “Christian moral code” Thundy was alluding to, would have 
brought great relief (in more ways than one) to the future European 
colonists, conquerors, and soldiers that, about 200 years later, would be 
given official sanction, as we saw earlier, by one of Boniface’s successors, 
Pope Nicholas V, to place Saracens and pagans into “perpetual bondage.” 


Of course, there were shiploads of women to be conquered. And 
adulterous relations, always engaged in by soldiers of any time in history, 
would be a ‘normal’ consequence. Of course, you might ask, “But, wait! 
What about the seventh commandment of The Ten Commandments?!” 
No, see, you don’t understand. Pappa Bonafice had already taken care of 
that, through another unsourced (as far as | could find) quote of his: 


| have the authority of the King of Kings. | am all in all, and above all, 
so that God Himself and |, the Vicar of Christ, have but one 
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consistory, and | am able to do almost all that God can do. What, 
therefore, can you make of me but God? 


Boniface, in his capacity as God, simply changed the rules. He was God. 
Even your parents can, and will, change their minds! What makes you 
think that Pappa Bonafice, in his capacity as God, couldn’t change his 
mind?! And even if the above quote is a fabrication, certainly the attitudes 
and actions of many Popes throughout the centuries, especially those 
Popes that sanctioned slavery, speak to that same sense of being God or 
God-like as the above quote reflects. 


Romanus Pontifex, for instance (See Appendix A) clearly reflects Pope 
Nicholas V’s belief in his lordship over the entire planet. The very idea, as 
reflected in all of the Papal Bulls reproduced in the appendices of this 
book, that one individual had the authority to give entire continents—their 
minerals; their trees; their waterways; their animals; their arable lands; 
and even their people, often to be used as slaves—to whomever he 
pleased, pretty much seals the deal on the authenticity, or at least the 
spirit, of the above quote. 


Of course, obviously, | was being facetious when | said it was okay for 
Sed Boniface to have possibly laid the groundwork, or justification, 
through his pronouncements, for soldiers raping women during colonial 
conquest. But it would not have been considered facetious by Pappa 
Boniface, nor by the soldiers who would have raped anyway, but raped “in 
good conscience,” having received official religious approval from Ged 
Boniface to do so. 


Facetious? No. Fact. From the perspective of the Church of Rome, Papal 
pronouncements were immutable religious truths, truths often 
conveniently and expediently made by Pappas throughout the history of 
the Church of Rome. And to achieve Pope Boniface’s desire that East 
meet West, war would be used as a way of...ahem...making the 
acquaintance of those lucky enough to become new, and saved [by the 
blood of Jesus, or so the doctrine claimed], subjects of the Vicar of Christ. 
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“..war has enriched the world.”° 


Contrary to what the song25 says, war has been good for something: 
over the long run, it has made humanity safer and richer. War is hell, 
but—again, over the long run—the alternatives would have been 


worse.® 


For me, Dr. lan Morris’s book, War! What Is It Good For? — Conflict and 
the Progress of Civilization from Primates to Robots, makes for extremely 
uncomfortable reading since | have always (perhaps naively) believed in 
the inherent goodness of the human family. Yeah....it's what I’ve always 
believed. Perhaps “inherent goodness’ within us is not even the issue. 
Perhaps the issue is how to balance out an inherent goodness with an 
equally inherent propensity to violence. 


A cold look at Dr. Morris’s astoundingly fascinating book causes me to 
recall the words of Sandy Berger, former National Security Advisor to 
President Bill Clinton, who, on the Sunday morning TV talk shows, when 
challenged by the host concerning a Clinton administration war policy, 
would respond about our world, “This ain’t no playpen out here.” Has it 
ever been? According to Dr. Morris, no—this ain’t no playpen out here, 
and it never has been. 


Biologists, anthropologists, political thinkers, and military leaders have 
claimed that human beings are “violent by nature,” in part due to what's 
considered an unforgiving natural order governed by a fundamental, 
evolutionary struggle in nature that determines which life forms will be the 
strongest to survive. While religious doctrines taught that humans 
possessed something higher and above this unforgiving natural order, 
something that demanded a sense of responsibility to less fortunate 
human beings, leaders of the dominant, Catholic religion of colonial times, 


25 Referring to the song, War, written by Norman Whitfield and Barrett 
Strong for the Motown label in 1969; sung and popularized by Edwin Starr, The 
Temptations, and, later, Bruce Springsteen 
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Popes Nicholas V, Alexander VI, and other Vicars of Christ, appeared 
hell-bent (pun intended or not) on making a concerted effort to prove 
religion wrong. At all times, though, the conclusion of military leaders has 
been, “We will always need a military. There will always be war.” 


Perhaps the question is not whether war has enriched the world. Perhaps 
the real question is whether the enrichment that Dr. Morris believes has 
been achieved has been worth the waging of countless thousands of 
years of war that caused unimaginable misery, persecution, and 
tremendous loss of life. Dr. Morris believes that it has. And that’s 
regardless, | suppose, of one of war’s unwelcomed outcomes: slavery. 


For me to try to understand his position, I've had to make an attempt to be 
objective by putting aside any perspectives that may be naively simplistic, 
overly philosophical, religiously pure [although religions generally embrace 
the concept of the “just war’], or too heavenly bound to be of any earthly 
good. Seems that any analysis of war would ultimately have to speak to 
the issue of slavery, since, historically, slavery has often been a result of 
war, such as the enslavement of the Black African people of the Libyan 
city of Tawergha by ‘Islamic’ jihadis and taqfiris in 2011 during NATO’s 
war on Libya. 


But can the process of colonialism be placed under the category of war? 
The answer is yes: 


Traditionally, wars could be divided into three categories: wars of 
conquest, wars of liberation, and wars between states. These 
Classifications can likewise be distinguished among colonial wars. 
Still, the term "colonial war" typically refers to a war of 

conquest. Wars of conquest, in a colonial context, can be further 
broken down into two stages: a period of typically brief, regular 
warfare between an invading power and an indigenous force (which 
may be, in comparison to the invader, irregular in composition or 
organization) followed by a period of irregular warfare. Counter- 
insurgency operations may be undertaken in order to prepare 
territory for settlement. Once a foothold has been established by an 
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incoming power, it may launch expeditions into neighboring territory 
in retaliation against hostility or to neutralize a potential enemy.” 


If Dr. Morris’s thesis is correct, can one of the consequences of war— 
slavery—when viewed from his perspective that “war has been good for 
something: over the long run, it has made humanity safer and richer,” 
simply be considered the unfortunate, historical collateral damage that 
always occurs in war? | have noticed that ARAs (Anti-Reparation 
advocates) on The Right appear to believe so, sometimes telling PRAs to 
“Get over it!” Of course, PRAs might actually agree with this “safer-and- 
richer” justification for war, and one of its consequences, slavery, but on 
condition: They might say, “Fine. We're ‘safer and richer’ due to wars 
that have been waged over the course of human history. Well, there’s a 
price to pay! And that price is the safer and the richer part of the equation 
that Black folks were systematically denied by slavery and its after-effects! 
Pay up!” 


And in face of the fact, PRAs might argue, that the idea of Reparations 
has been accepted in this world, such as the Finnish Reparations on the 
Karelian question, Holocaust Reparations, Reparations to interred 
Japanese Americans during World War Il, and other forms of Reparations 
extended to people who claimed that they had legitimate rights to 
Reparations, then the slavery caused by colonial wars qualifies as a 
legitimate reason that Reparations be extended to Black folks. 


Let's take a peek into Dr. Morris’s thesis about the long-range benefits, as 
he sees it, of war for humanity, and then see how slavery came into the 
picture. 
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You may not be interested in war, but war is very interested in you. 
(Leon Trotsky) 


Dr. Morris says: 


There are four parts to the case | will make. The first is that by 
fighting wars, people have created larger, more organized societies 
that have reduced the risk that their members will die violently. 


This observation rests on one of the major findings of archaeologists 
and anthropologists over the last century, that Stone Age societies 
were typically tiny. Chiefly because of the challenges of finding food, 
people lived in bands of a few dozen, villages of a few hundred, or 
(very occasionally) towns of a few thousand members. These 
communities did not need much in the way of internal organization 
and tended to live on terms of suspicion or even hostility with 
outsiders. 


People generally worked out their differences peacefully, but if 
someone decided to use force, there were far fewer constraints on 
him—or, occasionally, her—than the citizens of modern states are 
used to. Most of the killing was on a small scale, in vendettas and 
incessant raiding, although once in a while violence might disrupt an 
entire band or village so badly that disease and starvation wiped all 
of its members out. But because populations were also small, the 
steady drip of low-level violence took an appalling toll. By most 
estimates, 10 to 20 percent of all the people who lived in Stone Age 


societies died at the hands of other humans.”8 


Dr. Morris goes on to contrast that 10 to 20 percent figure of all of Stone 
Age society violent deaths with the ‘only’ 1 to 2 percent war-related deaths 
of the global population of the 20 Century. Obviously, 20 century war- 
related deaths were, percentagewise, astonishingly ‘low,’ as compared to 
Stone age society violent deaths, even though that 20" century war- 
related death figure amounts to between 100-200 million people 
slaughtered due to wars. Dr. Morris says that “violent death fell by 90% 
between Stone Age times and the twentieth century.” It’s an obviously 
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humongous and wondertul...ahem...improvement from Stone Age times 
to modern times. 


If you noticed a tinge of sarcasm, 
it's because | am reminded of part 
of the short conversation that 
occurred between Samir Horn and 
FBI Agent Roy Clayton in the 2008 
movie, Traitor. Agent Horn had 
Traitor sought out Samir to hint the FBI’s 
Courtesy YouTube screen shot desire that Samir, who had helped 
foil a dangerous terrorist plot, keep himself available for more missions. 





Samir, though, wants to move on with his life, psychologically troubled 
with the memory of the deadly duties he had to perform to foil the plot and 
“save” lives: 


SAMIR?......ccceeeeeeee “| made choices about people’s lives. And | gotta live 
with that 

AGENT CLAYTON:.‘| understand that.” 

SAMIR: .......22cccce (attempts to interrupt Agent Clayton, but fails) 


AGENT CLAYTON:.“| understand that! But you and | both know that this 
fight is far from over 

SAMIR: ........2:0:000 Samir pauses for some time, then says, “You know, 
the Qur'an says that if you kill an innocent person, 
it's as if you've killed all mankind.” 

AGENT CLAYTON: Agent Clayton sighs in frustration, pauses, and then 
says, ‘It also says that if you save a life it’s like you 
saved all mankind.” 


So, one might ask the question, which metric do we use to determine 
whether human beings are “safer and richer” due to war? The obviously 
large and significant drop in deaths per population between the Stone Age 
and the 20" Century? Or Samir’s idealistic (if not a wee bit hypocritical for 
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a highly trained killer), one innocent person killed metric? You can think 
about that a moment, while | continue Dr. Morris’s analysis. 


What is the reason that such tremendous progress in making life safer 
and richer occurred? War itself. That’s the reason, according to Dr. 
Morris. What happened is that a phenomenon began spreading around 
the world: The vanquished in war became absorbed by the winners. This 
resulted in the formation of larger societies. For the leaders of the 
expanding society to keep power, they would have to enact measures to 
prevent and suppress violence in the society. So, stronger governments 
that could keep the peace would have to be formed. 


Also, it was much easier to exact taxes on a well-behaved populace than 
a violent populace that might become extremely difficult, or impossible, to 
control. In short, civilization was needed, and to keep civilization civil, a 
strong hand, capable of strong rule, was required. With government, a 
strong hand, and civilization (which eventually included law) firmly in 
place, fewer violent deaths would occur. Through time, the stronger the 
civilization, the fewer the violent deaths. Thus? War is good......relatively 
speaking. 


Of course, one of the most important functions of a civilization is the 
establishment of economic vitality and economic growth. When the needs 
of the people can be taken care of the probability of violent deaths is 
reduced significantly. It is ironic, and perhaps at least intuitively 
unacceptable, that war created the peace that was necessary for the 
establishment of economic vitality, economic growth, and rising living 
standards. 


Unfortunately, rising living standards, due to war, did not occur across the 
board. The vanquished in war could be left impoverished for generations. 
Because of war the vanquished suffered torture, death, rape, plunder, 
humiliation, and the theft of land. 


32 War, Colonization, and Slavery 


And yet, with the passage of time—maybe decades, maybe 
centuries—the creation of a bigger society tends to make everyone, 
the descendants of victors and vanquished alike, better off. The 
long-term pattern is again unmistakable. By creating larger societies, 
stronger governments, and greater security, war has enriched the 
world.”9 


Aside from torture, death, rape, plunder, humiliation and the theft of land, 
another horrible consequence of war was slavery. Vanquished 
losers/survivors of war would be sold into slavery. It might even be said 
that slavery had become endemic in the world due to the waging of war. 
And again, since Black folks, due to slavery and its after-effects, were 
obviously a part of the process of “creating larger societies, stronger 
governments, and greater security,” as well as increased wealth, PRAs 
might ask, “For what reason should Black folks be denied Reparations, 
when we, as did the colonizers, played a highly significant role in an 
historical process that led to security and enrichment? Pay up!” 


When the twain meet — Colonial wars, wealth, 
and the enslavement of the African people 


The colonial wars were fought for the extension and projection of power 
through acquiring and controlling land; acquiring power-building 
resources, such as diamond, gold, iron, cobalt, uranium, copper, bauxite, 
silver, petroleum, various types of woods, slaves for slave labor; obtaining 
other resources such as sugar, salt, beans, tropical fruits, fish, whales, 
trees, furs, rich farmlands, forests; maintaining a sharp military and testing 
new military techniques; building the overall wealth of the mother country; 
building the wealth of “The Crown”; building the wealth of private entities, 
such as the insurers of slave ships; satisfying the demands of the then 
economic theory of mercantilism, which suggested that a nation’s power 
relied on a favorable balance of trade, that is, exporting more than it 
imported; and last, saving souls. 
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From the perspective of the kings, queens, investors, soldiers, and others 
who made up the more ‘worldly’ members of the colonial project, saving 
souls was probably at the bottom of their list. But saving souls was on the 
list because the authority and influence of the Papacy was still strong. 


For example, the Spanish monarchy asked Rodrigo de Borgia, Pope 
Alexander VI, to confirm its ownership of the New World lands. Without 
my having to reproduce an account of the entire history of Papal power, 
just note that the mere request of the Spanish Monarchy to the Pope for 
approval to be granted New World lands is enough to demonstrate the 
power and influence of the Papacy, and the need of colonizers to obtain 
its approval. 


The request by the Spanish Monarchy was granted. To seal the deal, 
three Papal Bulls were issued by Rodrigo, just as his predecessor, Pope 
Nicholas V, had issued the two Papal Bulls, Dum Diversas and Romanus 
Pontifex, which were geographically unlimited, at the request of the 
Portuguese monarchy. Rodrigo’s three Papal Bulls were: Eximiae 
devotionis?® (May 3", 1493), Inter caetera?” (May 4, 1493) and Dudum 
Siquidem*’ (September 23", 1493). Rodrigo’s Papal Bulls granted rights 
to Spain with respect to the newly discovered lands in the Americas. 
Thus, now were sown more spiritual seeds (which spirit, I'll let the reader 
decide) that would lead to the landing of the White Lion, in August of 
1619, on the shores of Virginia. 


One obvious but very important fact to be drawn from this discussion thus 
far is that, whether it be my big brother, Marcus, sending me to Fine’s 
Drug Store for two 16-ounce bottles of Nehi pop, both of which he beat me 
out of; or the wars that, according to Dr. lan Morris, led to larger societies, 
stronger governments, greater security, and a richer populace, even for 
the vanquished (although he admits that the vanquished in war could be 


26 See Appendix D 
27 See Appendix E 
28 See Appendix F 
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left impoverished for generations); or Pappa’s repeated approval, through 
Papal decrees (Bulls), of the perpetual enslavement of humans, in his 
supposed desire to save every human soul from the eternal fires of hell, 
for the sin of not accepting The Lord Jesus Christ, where they would 
suffer, were it not for Pappa’s graciousness, an eternal cycle of their skin 
completely burning off to the bone, growing back, and burning off again to 
the bone, forever, there is one thing that these examples have in common: 
exploitation—taking advantage of people at their expense, and profiting 
from that exploitation. 


Another thing the examples have in common (except for my brother, 
Marcus) is force. The vanquished that were captured were almost always 
forced into slavery; exploited for their labor to extract from the earth the 
materials desired by the exploiter, those materials used to enrich both the 
slavers and those for whom those enslavers worked. In my case, | wasn’t 
forced. | was exploited by being tricked by my conniving big brother to run 
to Fine’s Drug store, and back, to obtain the goods that would greatly 
enrich his life for that day—one for the thirst; one for the taste. 


Rest assured that, no matter Dr. lan Morris’s analysis, the foremost desire 
in a conqueror’s mind was not the goal of eventually enriching the lives of 
even the vanquished through the creation of larger societies, stronger 
governments and greater security. In his world, and in the world of his 
employers, The Golden Rule, “Do unto others as you would have them do 
unto you,” was supplanted by The Gold Rule: Do more fo others first to 
generate wealth for yourself before your competitors do more to others 
than you do, to generate wealth for themselves.29 


29 It should be stated that two of the factors cited by PRAs as justification for 
Reparations payments to African-Americans are, firstly, the fact that slavery 
was imposed against the will of Africans to create wealth for the slave owners, 
without those Africans being paid for generating that wealth. Secondly, the 
fact that the exploitation and oppression of Africans, without paying them, led 
to the blocking of what PRAs call the building of generational wealth. 
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| hope that, in this chapter, | have adequately presented, even if only 
cursorily, pertinent information about the historical development of some 
of the unsavory practices of our human species, such as war, exploitation, 
colonization, and slavery, the institution which stands at the heart of the 
issue of Reparations for Black people in America. | hope that the 
perspective of Dr. lan Morris is as fascinating to you as it is to me. 


While | reluctantly acknowledge the apparent, unshakable theory he 
presents, | still prefer to believe that, somehow, humanity could have 
made progress without prosecuting wars. But that’s just me. Anyway, a 
PRA argument could easily be that war created wealth, public order, and 
greater peace. War also created slavery, using humans who were not 
compensated for helping to create that wealth, public order, and greater 
peace. “Pay up!” 


| do not think that war and what | call “the age of conquering” should be 
applauded. And certainly Dr. Morris is not applauding war. Wars have 
been brutally unfortunate events in human history. 


Sometimes | feel like a motherless child 





Singing “Motherless Child” 
Courtesy YouTube screenshot 
youtube.com/watch ?v=pZ6cXMccplU 


And, to conclude on this subject, | could not help being sensibly 
affected, on a former [slave ship] voyage, at observing with what 
apparent eagerness a black woman seized some dirt from off an 
African yam, and put it into her mouth, seeming to rejoice at the 
opportunity of possessing some of her native earth. (Dr. Alexander 
Falconbridge, aboard a slave slip) 


in receiving Reparations from the United States of America, Part II 

of this book will make it crystal clear why. The question I'd asked 
myself, over the decades is, can a value, of any type, be placed on 
whatever experience “I” may have been deprived of, had my ancestors on 
my African side been left alone, in Africa, to live their lives as Africans; 
had “I” been born and raised in some village in Africa, assuming “I” would 
have been born at all? 


/\ [though it’s clear from the subtitle of this book that | have no interest 


During my life, | have discovered—at least to my satisfaction—that 
nothing beats personal experience. | think of the saying, “A critic is 
someone who didn’t have the talent to operate within the field he 
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criticizes.” It doesn’t take any particular talent, of course, to have simply 
lived life. And for experiences that | have had in my life, | believe that it 
would be utterly impossible for the most talented expert, of any field, to 
explain, or evaluate, or criticize, certain aspects of my life that were 
unique to my experience. At least that’s how | feel about it. One such 
aspect of my life, unique to my experience, is my very soul. 


It was the year 1968. Reverend Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. was 
assassinated on April 4, and the priests at Hales Franciscan High 
School, in Chicago, forced us students to come to school the next day, 
based on the rationale that, “Dr. King would have wanted it that way.” 
That's not how | saw it. 


| saw it as contempt for Black life, not only contempt for the life of Dr. 
King, but contempt for us Black students who would not be allowed, the 
very next day after Dr. King’s assassination, the right to stay home and 
mourn. In my view, this was an outrageous and contemptuous assault on 
Black life. 


Five years before that, on November 22"4, 1963, President John F. 
Kennedy was assassinated. And when the Principal of Corpus Christi 
Grammar School, where | attended, announced that President Kennedy 
had been assassinated, she also announced that we students, all of 
whom were Black, could leave the school at that very moment, in order to 
go home to mourn the loss of the Catholic President Kennedy. This is 
what | mean by contempt for Black life—the double standard. 


Anyway, the next day, April 5", 1968, | walked out of the school during 
class period. | did so not as any formal protest on behalf of the student 
body. | did so out of my own inward outrage at the very idea that we had 
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been forced to come to school the next day, rather than mourn the loss of 
a prominent Black leader?°. 


| left a classroom, where a class was being taught, and walked to my 
locker to put my books up. While turning the dial on my combination lock, 
Lester Dishman and William Quarrels, two fellow students, walked up to 
me. To this day | have no idea what inspired them to do so, or why they 
had left their classroom. | was not really in their crowd. Lester said, 
“What do we do now, Chiz?” | was not anybody’s leader at Hales. | guess 
they felt my vibes. | answered, “I’m just leaving.” They decided to leave 
with me. 


We left out of a side door and made our way to the northwest corner of 
49th and Cottage Grove, where | waited for the bus so that | could make 
my way to the crib. Suddenly, | heard an explosion. | don’t mean a bomb, 
or anything like that. | turned my head towards the entrance of the school 
and saw that students had burst through the entrance doors. Within about 
10 minutes, | was surrounded by the entire student body. 


| think, at that time, there must have been at least 350 students—maybe 
more—surrounding us. Lester again: “Chiz, what do we do now?” The 
bus was coming. | just wanted to go home and cool out. The energy, 
though, in the atmosphere, prevented that. | said, “Let's go to DuSable.” 
DuSable High School was a public school at 49" & State Street, a couple 
of miles straight west of Hales, and | had a few friends that attended there. 


When we arrived, Lester, Quarrels, and myself went inside and walked to 
the lunchroom. | asked someone, “Who's the dude that can get things 


30 Incidentally, although | respected Dr. King, | was not particularly fond of the 
“integration” thrust of The Civil Rights Movement. The ending of segregation, 
yes, was a welcomed accomplishment, as Black people were citizens of the 
United States, and had the right to participate fully. But integration, as lauded 
as that goal was perceived, had an awesome negative affect on Black self- 
reliance, Black institution-building, etc. Yet, Dr. King’s role was important. 
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done?” He quietly pointed to someone sitting at a table, eating his lunch. 
Lester and | walked over there. | said, “There’s 350 Hales Franciscan 
cats outside, right now. We just walked out.” He looked at me for a while, 
but then turned his head back and started eating. | was standing there 
feeling stupid. | said, “C’mon, Lester, let’s split.” 


We started walking to the exit but were stopped in our tracks by some 
form of chanting. We turned around to see what had gone down. The 
dude | had tried to talk to was standing on top of the table, making some 
kind of noise—loud noise. | had the instant impression that this was 
something normal that had been done regularly, whenever the students 
just wanted to leave—for whatever reason. To my shock, everybody in 
the lunchroom booked. And within maybe 20 minutes or so, DuSable had 
been turned out. Then we walked to Phillips, at least as | recall. Ditto. 


Later that evening, Ralph, Jimmy, Shakes, Jamesetta (my first girlfriend), 
Shot, Nasty, Warren, and other friends from the hood, around 51st & 
Indiana, where I'd lived until the age of 13 when my dad and my brother 
and | moved to my grandmother's home at 9201 S. Perry, met in the 
basement of Ralph’s crib to figure out what to do next. After much 
discussion, we decided to form a Black organization. 


We were all teenagers—17,18, 19 years old. We named our organization, 
B.A.D.—Black, Active, and Determined. The organization then began 
having meetings every Friday evening. Within one month we had two 
branches in Chicago, one on the south side and one in Old Town 
Gardens, on the north side. 


Back then in Chicago there was a humongous amount of Black 
consciousness, Black nationalist, Black cultural nationalist, Pan-Africanist 
activity occurring all over the city, mostly on the south side. There was the 
South Side Community Art Center. There was brother Phil Cohran’s Afro- 
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Arts Theatre*1, as well as his “On The Beach” programs, on the 
weekends, at an outdoor, open-air amphitheater in the Hyde Park section 
of Chicago, in a park near Lake Michigan. 


There was Dr. Bobby Wright’s 8:00 a.m., Saturday morning lectures at the 
‘Communiversity,’ which was housed at Northeastern Illinois University’s 
Center for Inner-City Studies, on 39" Street, just down from Phil Cohran’s 
Afro-Arts Theatre. “Bobby,” as we called him, held his lectures that early, 
because, as he’d said, “The only Black folks that are gonna get up this 
early, on a Saturday morning, to listen to me lecture are serious Black 
folks—the only ones | want at my lectures.” 


Bobby was a psychiatrist that had helped the State of Illinois re-write its 
psychiatric code. But Bobby was no “brainwashed Negro.” He was down 
with the game, the expression then used to describe Black folks that were 
serious about the mental and physical liberation of the Black community; 
Black folks who were serious ‘revolutionaries,’ down with the game?2. 


There was The Divine Institute of Metaphysical Knowledge. There were 
the meetings held by the Nation of Islam. There was the Institute of 
Positive Education, run by Haki Madhubuti, formerly Don Lee. There were 
a couple of basement coffee houses, with low lights, jazz music, where 
people came to hang out, eat, or just sit and read the revolutionary books 
of the day: Alex Haley's, The Autobiography of Malcolm X; Franz 
Fanon’s, The Wretched of the Earth; Mao Zedong’s, Red Book; Elijah 
Muhammad’s, Message to the Black Man in America, etc. 


One night, when our Friday evening, south side B.A.D. meeting ended, we 
all decided to walk up to Alabi’s Temple of Ife, another set for down with 
the game Black folks, which was located around 62"¢ & Calumet, as | 
recall. Alabi was an African from the Yoruba people of West Africa. On 


31 Formerly, The Oakwood Theatre, which was very large. 
32 It’s interesting that down with the game was also an expression used by 
pimps, in their case “The Game” meaning pimping and prostitution 
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Friday night, dancing and drumming would be featured at Alabi’s Temple. 
It was purely entertainment, but a far stretch away from going to a club (a 
bar). It offered an atmosphere for those Black folks who were, or believed 
we were, transforming ourselves into a ‘new African people,’ and leaving 
our ‘slave, Negro’ identities behind. 


We were sitting on the floor with our backs against the south wall of the 
Temple. The feeling of independence, as well as the sense of being 
something more than “just a Negro,” filled the atmosphere there. The 
women were dressed, from head to toe, in traditional African garb, and 
dancing traditional dances from Yorubaland in Nigeria. The drummers 
were excellent and expert. | cannot remember if there was an entrance 
fee. 


At one point, | went to sleep—or so | had thought. | slid into a dream. In 
the dream | was somewhere in West Africa, walking down a road, 
returning to my home. It was extremely hot that day, so | decided to take 
advantage of the shade offered by a roadside tree, sitting on the ground 
with my back pressed against it. | watched the women walking down the 
road, balancing calabashes, with ease, atop their heads—calabashes 
filled with goods from the market. It seemed that every single one of them 
were tall. Despite the heat, | was feeling mellow inside, feeling in place. 
Feeling at home. Black children were running around, playing, as they 
followed their mothers down the road. There were fresh smells—earth 
smells... 


“CHIZ!! CHIZ, MAN, WAKE UPI!!!” | look up and around me. It’s Alabi’s 
Temple of Ife. I’m still there. All the B.A.D. members, and others in the 
Temple, were standing around me. There was no drumming or dancing. 
“Chiz, you alright, man!! We've been trying to wake you up for 20 
minutes,” Jimmy said. He continued, “We've been shaking you, hollering 
at you, everything, man!” Shakes interrupted and said, “We didn’t know if 
you were DEAD, Chiz!” 
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Warren said, “We threw an entire bucket of water on you, Chiz, and you 
didn’t budge! Nothing we tried worked!” 


| feltno water. But, still sitting, | looked down at my clothes. They were 
soaking wet, and that’s when | felt the water. | heard a siren from a fire 
truck, and Nasty said, “That must be the fire department. We couldn't get 
you up, Chiz, so we called the fire department.” A few minutes later, a few 
firemen walked into the Temple, and were guided over to me. “What do 
we have here,” one of them asked. | go, “I’m okay. | just.....fell asleep. 
They couldn’t wake me up, for some reason.” One of them goes, “We can 
take you to a hospital.” | replied, “No, that’s okay. |’m fine.” 


It was no dream. That’s not even possible. Who wouldn't wake up after 
being shaken, hollered at, and doused with a bucket of water over a 
period of 20 minutes. | had traveled home, spiritually, to some place in 
West Africa. | was no longer in America. | don’t know who that guy was, 
sitting with his back up against the wall at Alabi’s. ! was not there—at 
least for 20 minutes. | was where “I” would have been, maybe, had 
someone from the African side of my ancestry not been taken away from 
their home and brought to America. | was in Africa. | had literally 
spiritually journeyed to West Africa. It was not a dream. 


So the question I’ve asked myself, over the decades, is how is anyone 
going to “restore” me by offering me some form of Reparations? What 
can anyone possibly give me when my very soul clearly has a connection 
to the land of my ancestors (Well, some of my ancestors, anyway)? 


There is nothing—ZERO that any Reparations can do that will build me 
into the whole person that “I” may have been had “I” been born in the land 
of my ancestors. It’s not only ridiculous to think that a Reparations check, 
or an apology, or anything can restore me, but it’s also highly insulting to 
me—to ME. | repeat, for emphasis: | do not speak for the masses of Black 
people, please remember that. So, for me, life is a matter of living now, 
not in the past; not perpetually persecuting White people of today. 
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Perhaps my personal experience at Alabi’s Temple of Ife can serve as a 
segue into the next section. To hear about or read about the horrible, 
long-range impact of American chattel slavery on African people can 
never fully explain something that was experiential. But perhaps it is 
worthwhile, anyway, to read an actual, eye-witness account, by Alexander 
Falconbridge (c. 1760-1792), a British surgeon who took part in four 
voyages on slave ships between 1780 and 1787. 


| would like to recommend, though, that the reader do something a lot 
more soulful, at this point, before reading the account in the next section. 
Consider listening to the song sung by this Black woman®3, and feeling 
what is coming from her soul. 


Feel the longing in that Black woman's heart and soul. Feel the sense of 
separation from her ancestral homeland, which is what she is singing 
about. If you cannot capture it, well, that just may be the point. 


Although the song dates to the era of slavery in the United States when it 
was common practice to sell children of slaves away from their parents, 
the song also echoes the sentiment of Black slaves, longing to get back to 
their mother, Africa. 


Sometimes | feel like a motherless child. 


Would that feeling go away once she received her check? | doubt it. 
What she felt in her soul while singing that song in the 1980s is what | felt, 
in my soul, decades earlier at Alabi’s Temple of Ife. Money from the U.S. 
government will do nothing for my soul. 


Back in the late 1960s, and up through to the year 1975, when | was a 
young, stomp-down, “sho-nuf,” down-with-the-game, fire-breathing Black 
nationalist/Pan Africanist, ‘explaining’ to my mom the ‘unique’ evil of “the 
White man,” in his brutal conducting of “the worst crime ever committed in 


33 See Original Internet source, from 0:37 to 5:22 (Archived file) 
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human history,” the Atlantic Slave Trade, the first thing she'd say is, 
“There he goes again, ranting and raving.” That's what my down-with-the- 
game Black-consciousness lecturing amounted to in her mind: ranting and 
raving. 


The next thing she’d say is, “It was just man’s inhumanity to man.” There 
were two things that bothered me about mom’s particularly annoying use 
of that cliché. Firstly, the word “just,” which | interpreted as her trivializing 
our people’s enslavement by “the White man.” Secondly, | felt that she 
was trying to sweep the brutal history of our people’s enslavement under 
the rug. | would think, “Damn, | wish my mom wasn’t such a Negro!!” 


Back in the day, to be a Negro was almost the worst thing that anyone 
could be, in the eyes of us teenage Black-consciousness—and, quiet as 
it's kept—self-righteous ideologues, many of us. | wanted my mom to “be 
Black.” Of course, | also wanted my dad, whose skin color was as Black 
as coal, to “be Black.” | was what non-ideological, barber-shop Black folks 
called sh*t-colored*4. So, | was wishing for my light-skinned “Negro” mom 
to “be Black,” and my Black-as-coal, REALLY Black dad to “be Black.” 


Just as an aside, my dad was annoyingly cool. | remember when | first 
announced to my coal-Black dad, “Dad, this is a NEW day!! This is the 
day of LIBERATION of our people!! We are a NEW people!!! We are 
BLACK people.” He peeked above the newspaper he'd been reading, 
looked at me a while, and calmly said, “You just now knowing that you 
Black?” and continued reading. Nobody could stab you in the stomach— 
and teach at the same time—like my conservative dad. 


34 As an aside, it’s interesting to note that, back in the day, it was always the 
brown-skinned to light-skinned young Blacks that wanted to kill every White 
person in sight. But the Black-skinned African-Americans would look at you like 
you’re crazy if you asked them, “Would you killa White man?” Sh*t-colored to 
light-skinned, down-with-the-game Black youth back then seemed to have 
some kind of color complex. Well, I’m no psychiatrist. 
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Anyway, in time, my mom’s persistent use of the cliché, “Man’s inhumanity 
to man” became nothing less than golden truth. Golden because, like 
finding a pot of buried gold, the passage of time gave me the opportunity 
to see the value in mom’s cliché. 


You see, and this is my ‘problem’: I’m like Samir. | simply no longer 
possess, within me, whatever it takes to rate the persecution of any 
person, or any people, as something worse than the persecution of any 
other people. As Samir quoted from his holy book, the Qur'an, “...if you 
kill an innocent person it’s as if you've killed all mankind.” | take the liberty 
of extending that saying to include, “If you persecute another person, it’s 
as if all mankind has been persecuted.” 


Being Black (Well, at least being sh*t-colored), | do feel the pain and 
suffering that my people have undergone for hundreds of years. But! a/so 
feel the suffering of the Falun Dafa%5 people of China, who, as they testify, 
have had their organs ripped from their bodies, while alive during surgery, 
and sold on the international organ ‘donor’ market; or the Rohinga people 
of Myanmar, who have been persecuted (often /ynched), I’ve read, for 
over 400 years by, of all people, Buddhists; or the Roma people—the 
“Gypsies’—who have roamed the entire earth, almost never allowed to 
rest their heads. 


These days, if | encounter a fire-breathing, Black [or sh*t-colored] young 
man who hollers, “OUR PEOPLE HAVE BEEN PERSECUTED FOR 400 
YEARS,” | calmly say to him, “Try 3,000.” When he goes, “Old Timer, 
what are you talking about?”, | reply, “The Dalit people of India, who are 
also called The Untouchables, have been under non-stop marginalization, 
and by dictate of their Hindu religious scriptures, for three-thousand years. 
They are kept at the bottom of their society, supposedly, in part, due to 
‘karma;’ due to having to pay a ‘karmic debt’ for a previous life (or lives) 
mistakes, crimes, etc.” 


35 See Appendix I 
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Then | direct him to a YouTube documentary entitled, India Untouched.36 


So, my thought processes have radically changed since April 5, 1968, 
the day after Dr. King’s assassination. That was 53 years ago. It can be 
expected, one would think, that a person changes in 53 years. But I’m still 
sh*t-colored (minus the desire to kill White people.) 


By the way—and here might appear to be a contradiction on my part— 
When it comes to the issue of Reparations for Black people, it is not my 
business to point to the plight (or perceived plight) of Hispanics, feminists, 
physically-impaired people, Native Americans, or any other group of 
American people (generally called “minorities”) who are/were persecuted, 
or who are/were perceived to have been persecuted; it is not my business 
to characterize their plight as equal to the plight of Black people, and, as 
such, as being lumped into the same category of oppression as Black 
people. 


To do so would be to risk arrogantly down-playing what PRAs perceive as 
the unique history and unique persecution of black folks by lumping them 
under the category of “minorities.” As | see it, it is not my business to do 
such a thing. My view is, as | said, that murder is murder; persecution is 
persecution. But! do not feel that | have any business expecting that 
those who demand Reparations should think as | do. 


It is the business of PRAs and the business of the citizens of the United 
States of America, and their government, to decide whether Black folks 
have experienced a unique, historical injustice that demands a unique 
response to that injustice in the form of Reparations. Again: My 
perspective about Reparations, | believe, is probably very unique. As 
such, | do not feel that my perspective should, necessarily, be elevated, in 
any manner, to the position of the perspective (I’m sure it won't be) to be 
held by the masses of Black folks. 


36 Original Internet source, (Archived file) 
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Despite my change in attitude in my acceptance of what | believe is the 
truth of one of my mom’s favorite clichés, | feel it only real and fair to 
present the following testimony, by a surgeon who served on slave ships 
during the slavery period, to the reader. In my communication, over the 
decades, with Whites, I’ve noticed that some of them perceive the life of 
the African slave as something akin to the life of a buck-eyed black maid 
or butler, as depicted in some 1930s movie: “Yaza, Missy Ann...Yaza 
boss man,” along with displays of low or no intelligence; child-like 
“understanding” of his surroundings; displays of fear about everything, etc. 


No, that is radically simplistic, and it is not how to perceive what was 
happening to Black folks during slavery. There are those of my people 
who are still, and perhaps rightly, very sensitive about our people’s plight 
in slavery times, as well as the suffering that occurred, historically, after 
slavery ended, in the same way that there are Jews, generations removed 
from the Holocaust, who are very sensitive about the plight of Jews in 
Nazi Germany during World War II. So, | was thinking that perhaps one 
place to start in trying to understand the outrage felt by PRAs is on the 
slave ship. Believe me, it is not my intention to attempt to gain sympathy 
from White folks concerning the plight of Black folks or the subject of 
Reparations. 


| sometimes wonder where the African traders, who were involved in the 
sale of fellow-Africans, as you will now see, come into the picture with 
respect to Reparations for Black people in America. Should the 
governments of African countries, or the African tribes whose people were 
involved, as traders, pay Reparations to Black Americans, since African 
traders were involved in the slave trade?3? 


37 “The history of the Guinea Coast between about 1550 and 1850 is 
increasingly and continuously the history of an international partnership in risk 
and profit. So it is wrong to consider the Guinea experience as one that was 
simply ordered and imposed from outside, with the African part in it a purely 
negative and involuntary one. This view of the connection mirrors a familiar 
notion of African capacity, and it has no place in the historical record. Those 
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In Africa, as was covered in the September 20, 2019 issue? of The Wall 
Street Journal, Africans themselves are now “reckoning with their own 
complicated legacy in the slave trade,” fully recognizing and accepting the 
fact that their ancestors were intimately, consciously, and actively involved 
in the slave trade in the capacity of kidnappers who sold their brothers and 
sisters to the Europeans. 


Anyway, as you will clearly see in a later chapter, gaining sympathy from 
White folks has never been a cup of tea that | would even have 
approached. | was never a “Civil Rights Negro.” | started my anti-System 
days as a Black nationalist, and perceived “the Civil Rights Movement” as 
a campaign of begging; a campaign that, at the time, | almost despised. 
Self-sufficiency was what | believed in. And there is still, in my opinion, a 
big role for self-sufficiency to play in the Black community. | did not say 
“segregation.” | said self-sufficiency can play an important role. 


Of course, again, the living of life can change a person. And | can admit 
that some aspects of the Civil Rights approach to addressing the 
problems of Black folks were, | suppose, valid, although, in later chapters, 
you will definitely be introduced to a way of thinking that, believe it or not, 
was a common form of self-sufficiency Negro thinking in pre-1960s 
America, and one that, quite frankly, | wish could be revived. 


Anyway, let’s take a peek at life on a slave ship, and afterwards I'll give 
you a tiny bit of a biography about Dr. Alexander Falconbridge. This 
account is taken from the 1965 edition of The Negro Heritage Library. 
The pictures provided are my own selection, hopefully to accent adjacent 
information in the text. | have purposely avoided the use of overly- 


Africans who were involved in the trade were seldom the helpless victims of a 
commerce they did not understand; on the contrary, they understood it as well 
as their European partners. They responded to its challenge. They exploited its 
opportunities. Their great misfortune — and this would be Africa’s tragedy — 
was that Europe only wanted slaves.” (Black Mother, by Basil Davidson, pp. 
201-202) 
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disturbing pictures, as | feel that it is not necessary to do so. 
Falconbridge’s account speaks for itself. The point is clearly made. 


Falconbridge relates the horrors aboard slave ships 


After permission has been obtained for breaking trade, as it is 
termed, the captains go ashore, from time to time, to examine the 
Negroes that are exposed to sale, and to make their purchases. The 
unhappy wretches thus disposed of are bought by the black traders 
at fairs, which are held for the purpose, at the distance of upwards of 
two hundred miles from the seacoast; and these fairs are said to be 
supplied from the interior part of the country. 


Many Negroes, upon being questioned relative to the places of their 
nativity, have asserted that they have travelled during the revolution 
of several moons (their usual method of calculating time), before they 
have reached the places they were purchased by the black traders. 
At these fairs, which are held at uncertain periods, but generally 
every six weeks, several thousands are frequently exposed to sale, 
who had been collected from all parts of the country for a very 
considerable distance round. 


While | was upon the coast, during one of the voyages | made, the 
black traders brought down, in different canoes, from twelve to fifteen 
hundred Negroes, which had been purchased at one fair. They 
consisted chiefly of men and boys, the women seldom exceeding a 
third of the whole number. From forty to two hundred Negroes are 
generally purchased at a time by the black traders, according to the 
opulence of the buyer; and consist of those of all ages, from a month 
to sixty years and upwards. Scarce any age or situation is deemed 
an exception, the price being proportionable. Women sometimes 
form a part of them, who happen to be so advanced in their 
pregnancy, as to be delivered during their journey from the fairs to 
the coast; and | have frequently seen instances of deliveries on 
board ship. The slaves purchased at these fairs are only for the 
supply of the markets at Bonny, and the old and New Calabar. 


There is great reason to believe that most of the Negroes shipped off 
the coast of Africa are kidnapped. But the extreme care taken by the 
black traders to prevent the Europeans from gaining any intelligence 
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of their modes of proceeding; the greater distance inland from 
whence the Negroes are brought; and our ignorance of their 
language (with which, very frequently, the black traders themselves 
are equally unacquainted) prevent our obtaining such information on 
this head as we could wish. | have, however, by means of 
occasional inquiries, made through interpreters, procured some 
intelligence relative to the point, and such, as | think, puts the matter 
beyond a doubt. 


From these | shall select the following striking instances: When | was 
in employ on board one of the slave ships, a Negro informed me that 
being one evening invited to drink with some of the black traders, 
upon his going away, they attempted to seize him. As he was very 
active, he evaded their design, and got out of their hands. He was, 
however, prevented from effecting his escape by a large dog, which 
laid hold of him, and compelled him to submit. These creatures are 
kept by many of the traders for that purpose; and being trained to the 
inhuman sport, they appear to be much pleased with it. 


| was likewise told by a Negro woman that as she was on her return 
home, one evening, from some neighbours, to whom she had been 
making a visit by invitation, she was kidnapped; and, notwithstanding 
she was big with child, sold for a slave. This transaction happened a 
considerable way up the country, and she had passed through the 
hands of several purchasers before she reached the ship. A man 
and his son, according to their own information, were seized by 
professed kidnappers, while they were planting yams and sold for 
slaves. This likewise happened in the interior parts of the country, 
and after passing through several hands, they were purchased for 
the ship to which | belonged. 


It frequently happens that those who kidnap others are themselves, 
in their turns, seized and sold. A Negro in the West Indies informed 
me that after having been employed in kidnapping others, he had 
experienced this reverse. And he assured me that it was a common 
incident among his countrymen. 


Continual enmity is thus fostered among the Negroes of Africa, and 
all social intercourse between them destroyed; which most assuredly 
would not be the case, had they not these opportunities of finding a 
ready sale for each other. During my stay on the coast of Africa, | 
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was an eye-witness to the following transaction: a black trader invited 
a Negro, who resided a little way up the country, to come and see 
him. 


After the entertainment was over, the trader proposed to his guest, to 
treat him with a sight of one of the ships lying in the river. The 
unsuspicious countryman readily consented, and accompanied the 
trader in a canoe to the side of the ship, which he viewed with 
pleasure and astonishment. While he was thus employed, some 
black traders on board, who appeared to be in the secret, leaped into 
the canoe, seized the unfortunate man, and dragging him onto the 
ship immediately sold him. 


Previous to my being in this employ, | entertained a belief, as many 
others have done, that the kings and principal men breed Negroes 
for sale, as we do cattle. During the different times | was in the 
country, | took no little pains to satisfy myself in this particular; not 
withstanding | made many inquiries, | was not able to obtain the least 
intelligence of this being the case, which it is more than probably | 
should have done, had such a practice prevailed. All the information 
| could procure confirms me in the belief, that to kidnapping, and to 
crimes (and many of these fabricated as a pretext), the slave trade 
owes its chief support. 


The following instance tends to prove that the last-mentioned artifice 
is often made use of. Several black traders, one of whom was a 
person of consequence, and exercised an authority somewhat similar 
to that of our magistrates, being in want of some particular kind of 
merchandise, and not having a slave to barter for it, they accused a 
fisherman, at the river Ambris, with extortion of the sale of his fish; 
and as they were interested in decision, they immediately adjudged 
the poor fellow guilty, and condemned him to be sold. He was 
accordingly purchased by the ship to which | belonged and brought 
on board. 


As an additional proof that kidnapping is not only the general, but 
almost the sole mode by which slaves are procured, the black 
traders, in purchasing them, choose those which are the roughest 
and most hardy; alleging that the smooth Negroes have been 
gentlemen. By this observation we may conclude they mean that 
nothing but fraud or force could have reduced these smooth-skinned 
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gentlemen to a state of slavery. 


It may not be here unworthy of remark, in order to prove that the 
wars among the Africans do not furnish the number of slaves they 
are supposed to do, that | never saw any Negroes with recent 
wounds; which must have been the consequence, at least with some 
of them, had they been taken in battle. And it being the particular 
province of the surgeon to examine the slaves when they are 
purchased, such a circumstance could not have escaped my 
observation. As a farther corroboration, it might be remarked that on 
the Gold and Windward Coasts, where firs are not held, the number 
of slaves procured at a time is usually very small. 


The preparations made at Bonny by the black traders, upon setting 
out for the fairs which are held up the country, are very considerable. 
From twenty to Thirty canoes, capable of containing thirty or forty 
Negroes each, are assembled for this purpose; and such goods put 
on board them as they expect will be wanted for the purchase of the 
number of slaves they intend to buy. When their loading is 
completed, they commence their voyage, with colours flying and 
music playing; and in about ten or eleven days, they generally return 
to Bonny with full cargoes. As soon as the canoes arrive at the 
trader’s landing-place, the purchased Negroes are cleaned and oiled 
with palm-oil; and on the following day they are exposed to sale for 
the captains. 


The black traders do not always purchase their slaves at the same 
rate. The speed with which the information of the arrival of ships 
upon the coast is conveyed to the fairs, considering it is in the 
interest of the traders to keep them ignorant, is really surprising. In a 
short time after the ships arrived upon the coast, especially if several 
make their appearance together, those who dispose of the Negroes 
at the fairs are frequently known to increase the price of them. 


These fairs are not the only means, though they are the chief, by 
which the black traders on the coast are supplied with Negroes. 
Small parties of them, from five to ten, are frequently brought to the 
houses of the traders, by those who make a practice of kidnapping; 
and who are constantly employed in procuring a supply while 
purchasers are to be found. 
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When the Negroes, whom the black traders have to dispose of, are 
shown to the European purchasers, they first examine them relative 
to their age. They then minutely inspect their persons and inquire 
into the state of their health; if they are afflicted with any infirmity, or 
are deformed, or have bad eyes or teeth; if they are lame, or weak in 
their joints, or distorted in the back, or of a slender make, or are 
narrow in the chest; in short, if they have been, or are afflicted in any 
manner, so as to render them incapable of much labour; if any of the 
foregoing defects are discovered in them, they are rejected. But if 
approved of, they are generally taken on board the ship the same 
evening. The purchaser has liberty to return on the following 
morning, but not afterwards, such as upon re-examination are found 
exceptionable. 


The traders frequently beat those Negroes which are objected to by 
the captains and use them with great severity. It matters not whether 
they are refused on account of age, illness, deformity, or for any 
other reason. At New Calabar, in particular, the traders have 
frequently been known to put them to death. Instances have 
happened at that place that the traders, when any of their Negroes 
have been objected to, have dropped their canoes under the stern of 
the vessel, and instantly beheaded them, in sight of the captain. 


Upon the Windward Coast, another mode of procuring slaves is 
pursued; which is, by what they term boating; a mode that is very 
pernicious and destructive to the crews of the ships. The sailors, 
who are employed in this trade, go in boats up the rivers, seeking for 
Negroes among the villages situated on the banks of them. But this 
method is very slow, and not always effectual. For, after being 
absent from the ship during a fortnight or three weeks, they 
sometimes return with only from eight to twelve Negroes. Numbers 
of these are procured in consequence of alleged crimes, which, as 
before observed, whenever any ships are upon the coast are more 
productive than at any other period. Kidnapping, however, prevails 
here. 


| have good reason to believe that of one hundred and twenty 
Negroes, which were purchased for the ship to which | then 
belonged, then lying at the river Ambris, by far the greater part, if not 
the whole, were kidnapped. This, with various other instances, 
confirms me in the belief that kidnapping is the fund which supplies 
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the thousands of Negroes annually sold off these extensive 
Windward and other coasts, where boating prevails. 


As soon as the wretched Africans, purchased at the fairs, fall into the 
hands of the black traders, they experience an earnest of those 
dreadful sufferings which they are doomed in future to undergo. And 
there is not the least room to doubt but that even before they can 
reach the fairs, great numbers perish from cruel usage, want of food, 
travelling through inhospitable deserts, etc. They are brought from 
the places where they are purchased to Bonny, etc., in canoes; at the 
bottom of which they lie, having their hands tied with a kind of willow 
twigs, and a strict watch is kept over them. Their usage in other 
respects, during the time of the passage, which generally lasts 
several days, is equally cruel. 


Their allowance of food is so scanty that it is barely sufficient to 
support nature. They are, besides, much exposed to the violent rains 
which frequently fall here, being covered only with mats that afford 
but a slight defense; and as there is usually water at the bottom of 
the canoes, from their leaking, they are scarcely ever dry. 


Nor do these unhappy beings, after they become the property of the 
Europeans (from whom, as a more civilized people, more humanity 
might naturally be expected), find their situation in the least 
amended. Their treatment is no less rigorous. The men Negroes, on 
being brought aboard the ship, are immediately fastened together, 
two and two, by handcuffs on the wrists, and by irons rivetted on their 
legs. They are then sent down between the decks and placed in an 
apartment partitioned off for that purpose. The women likewise are 
placed in a separate apartment between decks, but without being 
ironed. And an adjoining room, on the same deck, is besides 
appointed for the boys. Thus are they all placed in different 
apartments. 


But at the same time, they are frequently stowed so close as to admit 
of no other posture than lying on their sides. Neither will the height 
between decks, unless directly under the grating, permit them the 
indulgence of an erect posture; especially where there are platforms, 
which is generally the case. These platforms are a kind of shelf, 
about eight or nine feet in breadth, extending from the side of the 
ship towards the centre. They are placed nearly midway between 
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the decks, at the distance of two or three feet from each deck. Upon 
these the Negroes are stowed in the same manner as they are on 
the deck underneath. 


In each of the apartments are placed three or four large buckets, of a 
conical form, being near two feet in diameter at the bottom, and only 
one foot at the top, and in depth about twenty-eight inches; to which, 
when necessary, the Negroes have recourse. It often happens that 
those who are placed at a distance from the buckets, in 
endeavouring to get to them, tumble over the companions, in 
consequence of their being shackled. These accidents, although 
unavoidable, are productive of continual quarrels, in which some of 
them are always bruised. In this distressed situation, unable to 
proceed, and prevented from getting to the tubs, they desist from the 
attempt; and, as the necessities of nature are not to be repelled, 
ease themselves as they lie. 


This becomes a fresh source of broils and disturbances, and tends to 
render the condition of the poor captive wretches still more 
uncomfortable. The nuisance arising from these circumstances, is 
not unfrequently increased by the tubs being much too small for the 
purpose intended, and their being usually emptied but once every 
day. The rule for doing this, however, varies in different ships, 
according to the slaves by the captain. 


About eight o’clock in the morning the Negroes are generally brought 
upon deck. Their irons being examined, a long chain, which is 
locked to a ks -bolt, fixed in the deck, is run thorough the rings of the 
shackles of the men, and 
then locked to another 
ring-bolt, fixed also in the 
deck. By this means fifty 
or sixty, and sometimes 
j ae ee . Wr) more, are fastened to one 
Chain, Ring-bolt, Ring, Shackle chain, in order to prevent 
Courtesy dailymail.co.uk them from rising, or 
endeavouring to escape. 
If the weather proves favourable, they are permitted to remain in that 
situation till four or five in the afternoon, when they are disengaged 
from the chain and sent down. 
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The diet of the Negroes, while on board, consists chiefly of horse 
beans, boiled to the consistency of pulp; of boiled yams and rice, and 
sometimes a small quantity of beef or pork. The latter are frequently 
taken from the provisions laid in for the sailors. They sometimes 
make use of a sauce, composed of palm oil, mixed with flour, water, 
and pepper, which the sailors call slabber sauce. Yams are the 
favourite food of the Eboe, or Bight Negroes, and rice or corn, of 
those from the Gold and Windward Coasts; each preferring produce 
of their native soil. 


In their own country, the Negroes in general live on animal food and 
fish, with roots, yams, and Indian corn. The horse beans and rice, 
with which they are fed aboard ship, are chiefly taken from Europe. 
The latter, indeed, is sometimes purchased on the coast, being far 
superior to any other. 


The Gold Coast Negroes scarcely ever refuse any food that is 
offered them, and they generally eat larger quantities of whatever is 
placed before them, than any other species of Negroes, whom they 
likewise excel in strength of body and mind. Most of the slaves have 
such an aversion to the horse beans that unless they are narrowly 
watched, when fed upon deck, they will throw them overboard or in 
each other’s faces when they quarrel. 


They are commonly fed twice a day, about eight o'clock in the 
morning, and four in the afternoon. In most ships they are only fed 
with their own food once a day. Their food is served up to them in 
tubs, about the size of a small water bucket. They are placed round 
these tubs in companies of ten to each tub, out of which they feed 
themselves with wooden spoons. These they soon lose, and when 
they are not allowed others, they feed themselves with their hands. 


In favourable weather they are fed upon deck, but in bad weather 
their food is given them below. Numberless quarrels take place 
among them during their meals; more especially when they are put 
upon short allowance, which frequently happens, if the passage from 
the coast of Guinea to the West India islands proves of usual length. 
In that case, the weak are obliged to be content with a very scanty 
portion. Their allowance of water is about half a pint each at every 
meal. It is handed round in a bucket, and given to each Negro ina 
pannekin, a small utensil with a straight handle somewhat similar to a 
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sauce-boat. However, when the ships approach the islands with a 
favorable breeze, they are no longer restricted. 


Upon the Negroes refusing to take sustenance, | have seen coals of 
fire, glowing hot, put on a shovel, and placed so near their lips as to 
scorch and burn them. And this has been accompanied with threats 
of forcing them to swallow the coals if they any longer persisted in 
refusing to eat. These means have generally had the desired effect. 
| have also been credibly informed that a certain captain in the slave 
trade poured melted led on such of the Negroes as obstinately 
refused their food. 


Exercise being deemed necessary for the preservation of their 
health, they are sometimes obliged to dance when the weather will 
permit their coming on deck. If they 
go about it reluctantly, or do not 
move with agility, they are flogged; 
a person standing by them all time 
with a cat-o’-nine tails in his hand 
for that purpose. Their music, upon 
these occasions, consists of a drum, 
sometimes with only one head; and cat-o’-nine tails 

when that is worn out, they do not Courtesy 

scruple to make use of the bottom —escapefromdannemoraprison.com 
of one of the tubs before described. 

The poor wretches are frequently compelled to sing also; but when 

they do so, their songs are generally, as may naturally be expected, 
melancholy lamentations of their exile from their native country. 





The women are furnished with beads for the purpose of affording 
them some diversion. But this end is generally defeated by the 
squabbles which are occasioned, in consequence of their stealing 
them from each other. On board some ships, the common sailors 
are allowed to have intercourse with such of the black women whose 
consent they can procure. And some of them have been known to 
take the inconstancy of their paramours so much to heart as to leap 
overboard and drown themselves. The officers are permitted to 
indulge their passions among them at pleasure, and sometimes are 
guilty of such brutal excesses as disgrace human nature. 


58 


Sometimes | feel like a motherless child 


The hardships and inconveniences suffered by the Negroes during 
the passage are scarcely to be enumerated or conceived. They are 
far more violently affected by the seasickness than the Europeans. It 
frequently terminates in death, especially among the women. But the 
exclusion of the fresh air is among the most intolerable. For the 
purpose of admitting this needful refreshment, most of the ships in 
the slave trade are provided, between the decks, with five or six air- 
ports on each side of the ship, of about six inches in length, and four 
in breadth; in addition to which some few ships, but not one in 
twenty, have what they denominate wind-sails. 


But whenever the sea is rough and the rain heavy, it becomes 
necessary to shut these, and every other conveyance by which the 
air is admitted. The fresh air being thus excluded, the Negroes’ 
rooms very soon grow intolerably hot. The confined air, rendered 
noxious by the effluvia exhaled from their bodies, and being 
repeatedly breathed, soon produces fevers and fluxes, which 
generally carries off great numbers of them. 


During the voyages | made, | was frequently a witness to the fatal 
effects of this exclusion of fresh air. | will give one instance, as it 
serves to convey some idea, though a very faint one, of the 
sufferings of those unhappy beings whom we wantonly drag from 
their native country, and doom to perpetual labour and captivity. 
Some wet and blowing weather having occasioned the portholes to 
be shut and the grating to be covered, fluxes and fevers among the 
Negroes ensued. While they were in this situation, my profession 
requiring it, | frequently sent down among them till at length their 
apartments became so extremely hot as to be only sufferable for a 
very short time. But the excessive heat was not the only thing that 
rendered their situation intolerable. 


The deck, that is, the floor of their rooms, was so covered with the 
blood and mucus which had proceeded from them in consequence of 
the flux, that it resembled a slaughterhouse. It is not in the power of 
the human imagination to picture to itself a situation more dreadful or 
disgusting. Numbers of the slaves having fainted, they were carried 
upon deck, where several of them died, and the rest were, with great 
difficulty, restored. It had nearly proved fatal to me also. The climate 
was too warm to admit the wearing of any clothing but a shirt, and 
that | had pulled off before | went down; notwithstanding which, by 
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only continuing among them for about a quarter of an hour, | was so 
overcome with the heat, stench, and foul air, that | had nearly fainted; 
and it was not without assistance that | could get upon deck. The 
consequence was that | soon after fell sick of the same disorder, 
from which | did not recover for several months. 


A circumstance of this kind sometimes repeatedly happens in the 
course of a voyage; and often to a greater degree than what has just 
been described; particularly when the slaves are much crowded, 
which was not the case at that time, the ship having more than a 
hundred short of the number she was to have taken in. The 
devastation, great as it was, some few years ago was greatly 
exceeded on board a Liverpool ship. | shall particularize the 
circumstances of it, as a more glaring instance of the insatiable thirst 
for gain, or of less attention to the lives and happiness, even of that 
despised and oppressed race of mortals, the sable inhabitants of 
Africa, perhaps was never exceeded; though indeed several similar 
instances have been known. 


The ship, though a much smaller ship than that in which the event | 
have just mentioned happened, took on board at Bonny, at least six 
hundred Negroes; but according to the information of the black 
traders, from whom | received the intelligence immediately after the 
ship sailed, they amount to near seven hundred. By purchasing so 
great a number, the slaves were so crowded that they were even 
obliged to lie one upon another. This occasioned such a mortality 
among them that, without meeting with unusual bad weather, or 
having a longer voyage than common, nearly one half of them died 
before the ship arrived in the West Indies. 


That the public may be able to form some idea of the almost 
incredible small space into which so large a number of Negroes were 
crammed, the following particulars of this ship are given. According 
to Liverpool custom she measured 235 tons. Her width across the 
beam, 25 feet. Length between the decks, 92 feet, which was 
divided into four rooms, thus: Storeroom, in which there were not any 
Negroes placed — 15 feet 
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Negroes’ rooms | Measurements 











Men’s 45 feet 
Women’s 10 feet 
Boys’ 22 feet 














TOTAL ROOM 77 feet* 


*Exclusive of the platform before described, from 8 to 9 feet in 
breadth, and equal in length to that of the rooms. 





It may be worthy of remark that the ships in this trade are usually 
fitted out to receive only one-third women Negroes, or perhaps a 
smaller number, which the dimension of the room allotted for them, 
above given, plainly show, but in a greater disproportion. One would 
naturally suppose that an attention to their own interest would prompt 
the owners of the Guinea ships not to suffer the captains to take on 
board a greater number of Negroes than the ship would allow room 
sufficient for them to lie with ease to themselves, or, at least, without 
rubbing against each other. However that may be, a more striking 
instance than the above, of avarice, completely and deservedly 
disappointed, was surely never displayed: for there is little room to 
doubt, but that in consequence of the expected premium usually 
allowed to the captains, of £6 per cent sterling on the produce of the 
Negroes, this vessel was so thronged as to occasion such a heavy 
loss. 


The place allotted for the sick Negroes is under the half deck where 
they lie on the bare planks. By this means, those who are emaciated 
frequently have their skin, and even their flesh, entirely rubbed off by 
the motion of the ship, from the prominent parts of the shoulders, 
elbows, and hips, so as to render the bones in those parts quite bare. 
And some of them, by constantly lying in the blood and mucus that 
had flowed from those afflicted with the flux, and which, as before 
observed, is generally so violent as to prevent their being kept clean, 
have their flesh much sooner rubbed off than those who have only to 
contend with the mere friction of the ship. 


The excruciating pain which the poor sufferers feel from being 
obliged to continue in such a dreadful situation, frequently for several 
weeks, in case they happen to live so long, is not to be conceived or 
described. Few, indeed, are ever able to withstand the fatal effects 
of it. The utmost skill of the surgeon is here ineffectual. If plasters 
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be applied, they are very soon displaced by the friction of the ship; 
and when the bandages are used, the Negroes very soon take them 
off, and appropriate them to other purposes. 


The surgeon, upon going between decks, in the morning, to examine 
the situation of the slaves, frequently finds several dead; and among 
the men, sometimes a dead and living Negro fastened by their irons 
together. When this is the case, they are brought upon the deck, and 
being laid on the grating, the living Negro is disengaged, and the 
dead is thrown overboard. 


It may not be improper here to remark that the surgeons employed in 
the Guinea trade are generally driven to engage in so disagreeable 
an employ by the confined state of their finances. An exertion of the 
greatest skill and attention could afford the diseased Negroes little 
relief, so long as the causes of their diseases, namely, the breathing 
of a putrid atmosphere and wallowing in their own excrements, 
remain. When once the fever and dysentery get to any height at sea, 
a cure is scarcely ever effected. 


Almost the only means by which the surgeon can render himself 
useful to the slaves is by seeing their food is properly cooked and 
distributed among them. It is true, when they arrive near the markets 
for which they are destined, care is taken to polish them for sale by 
an application of the lunar caustic to such as are afflicted with the 
yaws. This, however, affords but a temporary relief, as the disease 
most assuredly breaks out, whenever the patient is put upon a 
vegetable diet. 


It has been asserted in favour of the captains in this trade, that the 
sick slaves are usually fed from their tables. The great number 
generally ill at a time proves the falsity of such an assertion. Were 
even a captain disposed to do this, how could he feed half the slaves 
in his ship from his own table? For it is well known that more than 
half are often sick at a time. Two or three perhaps may be fed. 


The loss of slaves, through mortality, arising from the causes just 
mentioned, are frequently very considerable. In the voyage lately 
referred to (not the Liverpool ship before-mentioned) one hundred 
and five, out of three hundred and eighty, died in the passage—a 
proportion seemingly very great, but by no means uncommon. One 
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half, sometimes two-thirds, and even beyond that, have been known 
to perish. Before we left Bonny River, no less than fifteen died of 
fevers and dysenteries, occasioned by their confinement. 


On the Windward Coast, where slaves are procured more slowly, 
very few die in proportion to the numbers which die at Bonny, and at 
Old and New Calabar, where they are obtained much faster; the 
latter being of a more delicate make and habit. The havoc made 
among the seamen engaged in this destructive commerce, will be 
noticed in another part; and will be found to make no inconsiderable 
addition to the unnecessary waste of life just represented. 


As very few of the Negroes can so far brook the loss of their liberty, 
and the hardships they endure, as to bear them with any degree of 
patience, they are ever upon the watch to take advantage of the least 
negligence in their oppressors. Insurrections are frequently the 
consequence; which are seldom suppressed without much 
bloodshed. Sometimes these are successful, and the whole ship’s 
company is cut off. They are likewise always ready to seize every 
opportunity for committing some act of desperation to free 
themselves from their miserable state; and notwithstanding the 
restraints under which they are laid, they often succeed. 


While a ship to which | belonged lay in Bonny River, one evening, a 
short time before our departure, a lot of Negroes, consisting of about 
ten, was brought on board; when one of them, in favourable moment, 
forced his way through the network on the larboard side of the 
vessel, jumped overboard and was supposed to have been devoured 
by the sharks. 


During the time we were there, fifteen Negroes belonging to a vessel 
from Liverpool, found means to throw themselves into the river; very 
few were saved; and the residue fell a sacrifice to the sharks. A 
similar instance took place in a French ship while we lay there. 


Circumstances of this kind are very frequent. On the coast of 
Angola, at the river Ambris, the following incident happened: During 
the time of our residing on shore, we erected a tent to shelter 
ourselves from the weather. After having been there several weeks, 
and being unable to purchase the number of slaves we wanted, 
through the opposition of another English slave vessel, we 
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determined to leave the place. The night before our departure the 
tent was struck; which was no sooner perceived by some of the 
Negro women on board, than it was considered as a prelude to our 
sailing, and about eighteen of them, when they were sent between 
decks, threw themselves into the sea through one of the gun ports, 
the ship carrying guns between decks. They were all of them, 
however, excepting one, soon picked up; and that which was missing 
was, not long after, taken about a mile from the shore. 


| once knew a Negro woman, too sensible of her woes, who pined for 
a considerable time, and was taken ill of a fever and dysentery; 
when, declaring it to be her determination to die, she refused all food 
and medical aid, and in about a fortnight after, expired. On being 
thrown overboard, her body was instantly torn to pieces by the 
sharks. 


The following circumstances also came within my knowledge. A 
young female Negro, falling into a desponding way, it was judged 
necessary, in order to attempt her recovery, to send her on shore, to 
the hut of one of the black traders. Elevated with the prospect of 
regaining her liberty by this unexpected step, she soon recovered her 
usual cheerfulness; but hearing, by accident, that it was intended to 
take her on board the ship again, the poor young creature hung 
herself. 


It frequently happens that the Negroes, on being purchased by the 
Europeans, become raving mad, and many of them die in that state, 
particularly the women. While | was one day ashore at Boony, | saw 
a middle-aged stout woman, who had been brought down from a fair 
the preceding day, chained to the post of a black trader’s door, ina 
state of furious insanity. On board a ship in Bonny river, | saw a 
young Negro woman chained to the deck, who had lost her senses, 
soon after she was purchased and taken on board. In a former 
voyage, on board a ship to which | belonged, we were obliged to 
confine a female Negro, of about twenty-three years of age, on her 
becoming a lunatic. She was afterwards sold during one of her lucid 
intervals. 


One morning, upon examining the place allotted for the sick Negroes, 
| perceived that one of them, who was so emaciated as scarcely to 
be able to walk, was missing, and was convinced that he must have 
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gone overboard in the night, probably to put a more expeditious 
period to his sufferings. And, to conclude on this subject, | could 
not help being sensibly affected, on a former voyage, at 
observing with what apparent eagerness a black woman seized 
some dirt from off an African yam, and put it into her mouth, 
seeming to rejoice at the opportunity of possessing some of her 
native earth. (Author emphasis). 


From these instances | think it may be clearly deduced that the 
unhappy Africans are not bereft of the finer feelings, but have a 
strong attachment to their native country, together with a just sense 
of the value of liberty. And the situation of the miserable beings 
above described, more forcibly urges the necessity of abolishing a 
trade which is the source of such evils, than the most eloquent 
harangue, or persuasive arguments could do. 


Between 1780 and 1787, Alexander Falconbridge (c. 1760-1792), a 
British surgeon, made four voyages on slave ships. His experiences on 
those slave ships caused him to reject the institution of slavery, and he 
became an abolitionist. He died in Granville Town, Sierra Leone, in 
Africa. 


They all look the same, to me! 
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With its infamous “Asiento de Negroes” (Negroes enslavement 
contract) of 1517, Spain not only became a major slave-trading 
nation, it was the first nation to enact a public policy of enforced 
illiteracy for blacks. Prior to the Asiento policy, black Africans in 
Spain or any Spanish territories who sought an education were 
allowed access to it. Blacks were represented in various professions 
throughout Europe as well as Africa. When Spain slammed the door 
on black enlightenment, it became the global model for planned black 
illiteracy. 


Juan Latino, a free black man, was probably the last person of his 
race to receive a college education in Spain before the Crown and 
the hierarchy of the Catholic Church officially condoned black 
enslavement in place of Indians. Latino was awarded a bachelor’s 
degree from the University of Granada at the beginning of the 1500s. 
He went on to become a professor of grammar and Latin in Granada, 
Spain, and became a noted poet. He published his first book of 
poetry in the mid-1500s. Proceeds from the sale of his book must 
have surely come in handy since during this same time period Spain 
enacted a “black tax.” This was not a general tax. It mandated that 
free, professional and educated blacks pay a “special” tribute or tax. 
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Three centuries later, free black males in Southern states across 
America were required to pay a similar annual tribute called a “capital 
tax.” As with Juan Latino in the 1500s, free black males in America, 
regardless of educational achievement or profession, had to pay, 
simply for existing. 


credible. They state, for instance, that “Blacks had slaves too!” 

That's actually a fact. As Dr. Claud Anderson points out in his 
book’3, Dirty Little Secrets, by the time of the Civil War, there were more 
than 6,200 Black slaveholders throughout the South. 


Ae often raise a number of objections that stand, in their minds, as 


Anthony Johnson is a case in point. He arrived in America, from England, 
: in the year 1621. He was an indentured 
servant with a two-year indentured debt to work 
off. He worked that debt off and eventually 
acquired 640 acres of land for himself and a 
number of slaves. And, quite interestingly, he 
holds the ‘distinction’ of being the first American 





Anthony Johnson : 
courtesy cdn.history101.com _ to enslave a Black person for life. 


| don’t know where or if that stands in the category of ‘Black-on-Black 
crime,’ but obviously the issue, with brother Anthony, had more to do with 
money than any notion of Black brotherhood. Was there a different 
consciousness, back then, about identity? Certainly for brother Johnson 
there was: a consciousness of two identities: landowner and slave. 
Remember, slavery did exist in America before it was legally enshrined as 
a ‘legitimate’ institution. Johnson had become very rich more than three 
years before Virginia legalized slavery. 


ARAs ask, “What about them?! Shouldn't the descendants of Black slave 
holders, not al/ Americans, be responsible for paying Reparations to the 
descendants of Blacks who were enslaved by Black slave owners?!” This 
brings up what | believe to be a very important factor in this discussion: 
the issue of racial identity and its place as the principal factor, in American 
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history, that determined just which group could be legally enslaved, and 
which could not. 


Let’s return to Boss Johnson, as I'll call brother Anthony. A slave of Boss 
Johnson’s, John Casor, had complained that Johnson had held him longer 
than the seven years that legally bound him to serve as Boss Johnson’s 
slave. The matter ended up in court, which ruled that Casor was, in fact, 
Boss Johnson’s slave for life. The irony of the decision by a local court 
that was dominated by White slavers is not lost on you, the reader, I’m 
sure. 


This ruling on the case was based neither on Johnson’s nor Casor’s race. 
Also, it was not based on what would /ater become, as Dr. Anderson says, 


“the primary purpose of racism: group-based, not individual-based, 
subordination and exploitation.1”” 


Interestingly, it was not long before the States of Delaware, Connecticut, 
and Kansas, within a generation of the Civil War, reversed the 1643 Boss 
Johnson decision that awarded John Casor to Johnson as a perpetual 
slave. Why the reversal? Because a decision was made that a Black 
person was barred from holding another Black as a slave, the reasoning 
of White slaveholders being that, if a Black held another Black as a slave, 
that very act would ‘elevate’ the Black slaveholder, making him equal to 
the White slaveholder. That decision enshrined the idea that slavery was 
a group-based institution based on race, thus, based in racism. 


In my self-appointed role as recently-returned from the Pleiades devil's 
advocate, | pose a question on behalf of PRAs. But first, | note the 
following. 


American history reveals the fact that, with regard to the status of Black 
people, a group identity was imposed upon us during slavery times. That 
identity had two components. Firstly, Blacks were slaves or potential 
slaves. Secondly, Blacks were /ess than Whites and sometimes 
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considered less than human. The identity of being /ess than Whites 
carried on after slavery. 


PRAs might pose a question. Why do White ARAs not, at the very least, 
accept the idea of White American group responsibility for the imposition 
of the identity of Black folks as being /ess than? After all, it was the 
collective White community as a whole which clearly accepted, at least up 
until 1968, discrimination against Black folks. 


Just as an example, even the great Black entertainers of the 1950s and 
very early 1960s were barred from making hotel accommodations in the 
same cities where they were performing. During that time, Black 
entertainers would keep a list of places to go, within the Black community, 
where they could be accommodated for the length of time they were 
performing in that city. 


| remember when | was a kid, the doorbell rang at 
our apartment on 51S Street in Chicago. Marcus 
went to see who it was. He opened the door and 
Joe Williams, the superstar singer, was standing 
there. Marcus went berserk, running around the 
house, shouting, “Joe Williams is here!!!” My dad, 





who was working class and had no real connection » 
to the upper classes, walked to the door and said, D. 
nonchalantly “Hey, Joe,” and he came and spent Joe Williams 
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the weekend. 


Even when that form of discrimination ended, there were still entertainers 
who would carry on that tradition, even though they were now free to stay 
wherever they wished. Dick Gregory is one example. 


One day, the doorbell rang. / opened it. This was when we were living at 
92nd, in Chicago, at Sugarbaby’s, my grandma’s house. Standing at the 
door was Dick Gregory, probably the most famous comedian—certainly 
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the most famous Black comedian—of his era. My heart started beating. 
Unlike Marcus, | was just dumbstruck. | couldn’t say anything. | let him in. 


At the time, my dad was watching TV in the 
living room. Dick said, “Hey, Nate,” and my 
dad, without even looking up, waved a hand 
and said, “Hey, Dick.” That's how common it 
was, back in the day, for entertainers to stay 
with the ordinary people. We were not special. 
We were just one of a number of Black people 
that Black entertainers could stay with while 

Dick Gregory entertaining, having been barred from staying 
Courtesy thethirdcity.org in hotels. He stayed the weekend. 





This was funny, too, because this was right at the time that Dick had 
started changing his diet to eventually become a vegetarian. He had not 
lost weight yet. Sugarbaby had seen Dick on television talking about how 
he no longer ate pork, etc. 


Now Dick was sitting in the living room watching TV with dad. Sugarbaby 
came downstairs, saw Dick, frowned, and said, “Hey, boy.” Dick 
responded, “Hey, mamma.” Then Sugarbaby replied, “What's all this stuff 
about you ain’t eat’n no pork anymore!! Boy, you gone EAT some pork in 
THIS house!!!” Sugarbaby went back upstairs. Dick smiled and said, 
“Well, | guess I'll start my new diet on Monday.” 


Whites saw us, regardless of our status, as one group. It didn’t matter 
that you were a Dick Gregory or a Moms Mabley or a Joe Williams or 
Nathaniel Chism or whoever. You were identified by the racial group you 
belonged to, not as an individual human being, no matter your talent. 
Does this validate the PRAs’ stance that Whites, who operated as a 
collective tribe, are collectively responsible for Reparations, since they 
also treated Black folks in a collective manner? 
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It was Whites that evolved the idea of racial superiority, racial inferiority, 
group identity based on race (more on that later). And it was Whites who 
consciously sustained the idea of Black inferiority and, thereby, also 
sustained a justification to discriminate against Black people, for centuries, 
as a group. 


We recall the 1920s through 1940s movies which often presented the 
dehumanizing and stereotypic specter of the buck-eyed, head-scratching 
and dumb-acting Black who was afraid of his own shadow, and spoke with 
a slow, practiced, sing-song voice, all of which established his place as 
someone /ess than Whites. 


Mantan Moreland; Stepin Fetchit (“Step and Fetch it,” like a dog), whose 
real name was Lincoln Theodore Monroe Andrew Perry; Hattie McDaniel: 
Butterfly McQueen, whose birth name was Thelma McQueen; Louise 
Beavers and other Black actors and actresses 
presented, and for decades, an image of 
Black people that was not to be respected. In 
real life, there was actually a time in America 
when some Black parents sco/ded their 
children that, “When you talk to a White man, 
you mind yourself! Never talk, in front of him, 





bis M Morel 
as good as he talks!” This attitude developed ane veo 


from a combination of low self-esteem and 

fear. Even in the north, the mother instinct of Black mothers was sharp, 
and they would protect their children from harm, real or perceived. It was 
a severely humiliating way to live. 


What impression did such depictions make on the minds of Whites in 
America. The impression that Blacks were equal, and should be treated 
as such? Considered colleagues? Co-workers? Were they to be viewed 
as individuals? Certainly not. The depictions became so disgusting that 
the NAACP formally complained. 
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They also argued that these portrayals were unfair as well as 
inaccurate and that, coupled with segregation and other forms of 
discrimination, such stereotypes were making it difficult for all Black 
people, not only actors, to overcome racism and succeed in the 
entertainment industry. 


PRAs would state that Black group identity, imposed by Whites, and used 
to discriminate, demands White group responsibility for slavery and its 
after-effects. ARAs, on the other hand, who are generally White, would 
say that Whites have no such responsibility, citing what, in their minds, are 
perfectly valid, “l-wasn’t-there” and “I-didn’t-do-it” reasons. ARAs, for 
example, would cite the fact that Whites from Europe continued to migrate 
to America long after slavery and formal racial discrimination was officially 
ended, and may even continue to migrate to America to this very day. 
Why should their tax dollars be used to pay Reparations for something 
that neither they, nor their ancestors, were involved in? But let’s continue 
with the devil's advocate game. 


I'll never forget, one day, decades ago, when | was visiting the library to 
study, using the library’s microfiche machine, some history about a turn- 
of-the-century Christian evangelist named Dr. John Alexander Dowie. | 
decided to take a break from that, and | began studying various old 
newspapers, on whatever subject, just for enjoyment. 


| came across a newspaper article of the 1930s which discussed the issue 
of Social Security. The title of the article was, “Should Negroes receive 
Social Security?” The newspaper was not a newspaper of the South. 
And, back then, code language (“crime in the streets”; “welfare queen,” 
etc.) was not used. Racism was so openly prevalent and practiced then 
that there was no need to hide real meanings by using code language. 
Imagine the various types of emotions that Blacks who would read such a 
headline would experience: outrage, anger, feelings of a total lack of self- 
worth, embarrassment, and even shame for being Black. Today, no such 
title could be used as a front-page headline of a major newspaper, for fear 
of social backlash and even lawsuits. 
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As an aside, but not unimportant, Black shame has been expressed, by 
Black folks, even up to this day. Before | retired about three years ago, | 
would make a daily run to the Wilmette Post Office. A young, 21-year-old 
Black, female postal worker—as physically beautiful as any woman could 
possibly hope to be—worked that morning shift. Now, mind you, this was 
about 2018, not 1930. 


She revealed a habit that | was very familiar with, but mostly from the 
1950s and 1960s. It was a habit that went back to slavery times: 
enfolding her lips so that their fullness would not be openly displayed. It 
was an unconscious, perhaps deeply subconscious habit based, 
obviously, on a feeling of being something less than attractive because of 
having full lips. I’d seen that many, many times in my life, and it was a 
well-known phenomenon. 


Because | know my people, | immediately decided something. The next 
time | went to the post office, | said, “Lord have MERCY!” and looked at 
her. She smiled. | said, “Look, as you can see, | could be yo daddy. But | 
GOT to say this! Girl, you make ME want to SIN!!” She smiled more 
brightly, and blushed. 


Before this current sick American culture that is rapidly being defined by 
“politically correct” notions concerning male/female relationships, what I'd 
done had been normal in the Black community, and not necessarily with 
the intent for “get’n up on some ass,” that is, not with the intent of the goal 
of having sexual intercourse with a woman. (For some strange reason, 
my wife would not have allowed that anyway). 


The next time | came, | said nothing—purposely. | took care of my 
business and left. On my next trip, on another day, | said to her, ina 
serious voice, “I don’t remember seeing you last week? Were you here?” 
She said, “Yes...every day.” | replied, “l must have been DRUNK not to 
remember seeing such a beautiful face!!” Same reaction. | continued this 
for some months, still noticing that her lips remained folded inward. But, 


They all look the same to me 73 


in time, there was a change—a big change. | kept up my dirty-old-man 
‘flirting.’ And believe me, us old-timers are damned good at it. 


| noticed for months and even a couple of years afterwards, that no longer 
did she enfold her lips. She also smiled more, instinctively. During my 
days in the late ‘60s and 1970s, when | was deeply down with the game, 
many of us “black conscious” folks were virtually daily involved with the 
process of attempting to de-program our people from debilitating habits of 
shame and lack of self-worth. 


| actually wrote 10 short plays, called black-outs, and the members of the 
organization that | was in at the time, The Afro-American New Society 
(AANS), took roles as characters in my plays. We held those plays in rec 
rooms in Chicago’s State Street projects, which no longer exist. And we 
were just one group of Black Chicagoans serving our people in that 
manner. 


Well, returning more directly to the subject, the point is this. That article 
about whether Black people should receive Social Security benefits, as 
well as the entire history of Slavery and Jim Crow, adequately, in my 
devil’s advocate opinion, demonstrates that Black people were considered 
a subordinate group. Should not the arguments and demands of Black 
PRAs be at least considered, rather than dismissed outright? 


| have heard people on The Right, particularly White people, say, “Why do 
they keep calling themselves Black? How come they can’t just be 
AMERICANS?!” Yes, that is the identity that / would prefer that all 
Americans adopt. That's just me. 


But the attempt to so easily dismiss the concerns and demands of PRAs 
is not, in my opinion, as easy as it may seem, especially since Blacks 
were enslaved, discriminated against, and otherwise abused and kept 
subordinate in society as a group, with a group identity that was based on 
race. 
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Who invented race? 


| did not mean to imply, incidentally, that racism and group-based racial 
identity were invented by White slavers of the United States. They 
certainly took advantage of the idea of race and group-based racial 
identity and did so primarily for building wealth for themselves. Race and 
group-based racial identity were central to the institution of slavery, the 
practices of Jim Crow, and the general dehumanization of Black folks 
(Well, as we used to say in the hood, quiet as it’s kept, White folks also 
dehumanized themselves by their dehumanizing tactics against Black 
folks). 


So it seems not only logical, but also imperative that we take a look at 
some of the history of race. In fact, the issue of the history of the 
development of the concept of race is so crucial to understanding race, 
racism, group-based racial identity that | am going to begin that study by 
quoting extensively from Rod Keithley’s book, Racism: What It |s, What To 
Do About It? 


The first mention of race as a biological and social issue is found in 
some Spanish writings of the sixteenth [16'] century. Soon after 
Columbus discovered the New World in 1492, Spanish exploration 
began. Spanish explorers, or conquistadors, were looking primarily 
for gold and having no intention of digging it out of the earth, were 
looking to steal gold. This undertaking had tragic consequences for 
the Indians they encountered. 


The natives were either killed, enslaved, converted to Christianity or 
any combination of the three. In Spain, a few scholars attempted to 
apologize for these atrocities by formulating the idea that perhaps 
New World slaves were a different type of human being from the 
conquistadors. This seems to be the first attempt to divide two 
human groups on biological grounds. The idea got almost nowhere 
in Spain for three reasons. First, for most of the fifteenth century, 
Spain had been trying to get rid of its African rulers, a job that was 
completed, coincidentally, in 1492. 
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Prior to this expulsion many generations were produced from the 
union of North African and native Spaniards (today there are only a 
few Spaniards without North African ancestry). Since the idea of 
race was not advanced during the seven hundred years of 
occupation, it was difficult to find the idea plausible once the 
occupation was over. Second, justifying the treatment of New World 
natives was necessary to avoid the disapproval of the Catholic 
Church. 


The Church was a powerful force in Spain at this time, especially 
since it had been instrumental in throwing out the Africans (who were 
Moslems.) The Pope felt that Native Americans should be converted 
to Christianity and afforded at least a minimum of human dignity. 

The idea of race was advanced in an attempt to persuade the Church 
that Native Americans were sub-human and of little concern. 


The Pope was not convinced. Missionaries were sent to the New 
World to both convert and protect the natives. The third reason this 
trial balloon of racism failed was in the New World itself. Many 
Spanish soldiers never returned to Europe, but stayed in the New 
World. Many settlers soon followed. Average Spaniards saw no 
more difference between themselves and the New World natives 
than they had between themselves and the Africans back home. 


It is almost an axiom in anthropology that when two cultures meet 
they do not always bleed, but they do always breed. The Spanish 
and Indians were no exception. However, unlike the British and 
Dutch who were to follow, the Spaniards married their mates and 
raised their children. Later, when West Africans were imported, the 
same process occurred. It was not long until most of the residents of 
the Spanish New World were products of African-Spanish-Indian 
ancestry. 


The idea that one of their ancestors was biologically inferior to 
another was not popular with this group. Although the Spanish were 
the first to advance the idea of race, the concept was not widely 
accepted. Spain would not flirt with racism again until the early 
twentieth century. In the former Spanish colonies, racism is virtually 
unknown today. 
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After the Spanish experience, the idea of race did not appear until 
the late seventeenth century in England and Northern Europe. The 
impetus for the idea was much the same as in Spain two hundred 
years earlier. The English and Dutch were colonizing Africa and the 
New World at the expense of the natives. This time the idea caught 
on. 


There were three contributing factors that helped make racism more 
popular this time than it had been earlier in Spain. First, the 
influence of the Catholic Church had been diminished by the 
[Protestant] Reformation. Protestant churches had displaced the 
powerful Catholic church in England and Northern Europe. The 
Catholic Church rejected the idea of race in the seventeen hundreds 
as it had in the fifteen hundreds. 


Here I'll interrupt the above quote for a moment. Lest the reader become 
confused, | will briefly remind the reader why the Catholic Church, despite 
its rejection of the concept of race in the 1500s, religiously endorsed 
slavery during that same period of time, and did so explicitly in a number 
of Papal Bulls, as you saw earlier, Papal Bulls that | reproduced in 
appendices at the back of this book. The Catholic Church, at the time, 
denied the concept of race. But it did not deny, condemn, or reject the 
practice of slavery, at least not then. 


To the Catholic Church, everybody who wasn’t Catholic/Christian was 
considered a “pagan” who must be brought under the authority of the 
Pope of Rome. | went over that earlier in the book. Race was not an 
issue, because race had not been accepted yet, despite the attempt of the 
Spaniards to gain acceptance for the idea of race. 


The Catholic Church’s perception of its Pontiff as the Representative of 
God on earth, under the authority of “Christ the King,” was tantamount to 
positioning the Pope of Rome as the ruler of the earth. The Golden Rule 
had no meaning whatsoever to Pappa when it came to affecting his rule 
on earth. Pappa wanted his power extended. And the conquerors and 
colonizers knew that, and thus sought authority from Pappa, as you read 
earlier, to subject conquered pagans (in the name of Jesus Christ) as 
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subjects under Pappa’s self-perceived global authority as God’s 
Representative on earth. The Papacy and the colonists were working 
under the same rule: The Gold Rule, not The Golden Rule. 


In time, though, a struggle took place between the monarchs of England 
and the Pope. The monarchs began to challenge Papal claims to 
temporal authority. A European monarch who mounted such a challenge, 
and who did so with one of the greatest demonstrations of regal theatre 
every performed, was Napoleon Bonaparte. 


The power of the Papacy was symbolically challenged on December 274, 
1804, by Napoleon Bonaparte at his coronation. For all present, it was 
expected that his coronation would proceed as the coronations of all the 
monarchs who still ruled most of Europe had proceeded. He would kneel 
down in front of the then Pope, Pope Pius VII, to be crowned and to 
receive the blessings of the Pontiff. 


Coronation was a powerful symbol, for centuries, within the European 
political tradition. The formal conferring of divine blessings to a European 
monarch, by the Pope, was deemed necessary to obtain in order that the 
king could rule, even though the Church, fully aware of its own power, had 





The Coronations of Napoleon Bonaparte and Empress Josephine 
(Courtesy newhistorian.com) 
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at times competed for power with those monarchs. But when Napoleon 
ascended the altar at Notre Dame Cathedral, in Paris, he did not kneel 
down in front of the Pope, thus bucking the tradition practiced by French 
monarchs before him. 


And as Pope Pius raised the crown to be placed on Napoleon's head, 
Napoleon turned around to face the spectators who were sitting in the 
pews, snatched the crown from the Pope, and placed it on his own head. 
As is shown above in Jacques Louis David’s famous painting of 
Napoleon’s self-crowning, which the painter completed four years later, 
Pope Pius stood by helplessly watching and obviously highly pissed as 
Napoleon also crowned his wife as Queen and Empress of France, 
Joséphine. 


Let's continue with Keithley’s lengthy explanation about race. 


Most Protestant denominations were more flexible toward the 
concept. Second was the influence of the new discipline of natural 
science. Scientists were just beginning to influence the public with 
their ideas that the world was knowable, definable, and quantifiable. 
Science was just beginning to define the differences between 
flamingos and blue jays and this process lent credibility to the idea 
that there was also a difference between “Negroes” and 
“Caucasians.” 


In spite of the fact that no two scientists could decide upon the same 
criteria, and that even the definitions of the terms were never agreed 
upon, natural science postulated the possibility that there could be 
physical differences between groups of human beings. Given the 
political and social situation of this place and time, the possibility was 
enough to support the concept. 


Third, England and Northern Europe were emerging from feudalism 
into a rigid class structured society. It became politically necessary 
to explain why a tiny fraction of the population inherited all the 
political and economic power while the mass of the population 
inherited poverty and despair. The idea that groups of people 
possessed biological traits that differed from other groups had 
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immediate appeal as a way to justify the class system. To this day, 
economic stratification and pseudo-scientific theories often work 
together to support racial concepts. 16 


Before continuing with Keithley’s analysis, | want to talk about another 
interesting factor not mentioned by Keithley: the cattle raising pastime 
amongst the British landed gentry. How did a cattle-raising fetish amongst 
the British aristocracy contribute to the notion of race and racial 
differences? Cattle-raising, which previously had been left to herdsmen 
and peasants, was taken up by the British aristocracy. It became an 
obsessive interest that served as an expression of the new-found British 
opulence in its place as a world power. 


The names of Britain’s most distinguished families could be found in the 
records of stock-breeding associations, such as the famous Smithfield 
Club. Public shows of = 

fattened oxen—the most 
famous being the Durham 
Ox, a giant, 3,000-pound 
bovine which was displayed 
throughout Britain on a 
nationwide tour—were 
conducted. The Smithfield 
Club, for instance, held its 
first public stock show in 
1799. In fact, the Smithfield 
Club Stock Show became one of the most important events in Britain, and 
even members of the royal family would attend.17 





The Smithfield Club Stock Show 


Courtesy images.fineartamerica.com 


The obsession of the British aristocracy with cattle-rearing led to the 
creation of two principal fetishes to which the royal gents became 
addicted: the physical appearance and the genealogy of their prized 
bovines. Popular agricultural magazines of the time described prize- 
winning Bovines in the manner that an amorous man might describe his 
bride-to-be. 18 


80 Uncle Tom’s Uncle 


The number of hours spent by cattle breeders in determining the 
genealogy of their bovines seemed endless. Tracing a bovine’s lineage to 
ensure the ‘purity’ of bloodlines was considered an indispensable part of 
refined cattle-breeding. 


The British aristocracy based its own claim to its ‘natural’ right of rank, 
privilege, and title, on the ‘royal’ purity of its bloodline. This same idea 
influenced their cattle breeding practices to such an extent that the 
bovines were actually listed in registries (by name!) which provided 
detailed ancestral information that stretched back as far as anyone could 
remember. In this lineage there could be no ‘inferior blood’ intervening or 
mixing, otherwise the bovine could not be of pure stock.19 


This obsession with pure blood among the aristocracy at home in Britain 
was imitated in the British colonies abroad. The newly discovered 
‘science’ of eugenics was used by people like Charles Darwin and his 
cousin, Sir Francis Galton, to champion the idea of race.29 They argued 
that the superior “White,” or Aryan race should not mix with the inferior, 
mongrel races as represented by the African people and other aboriginal 
races in the world. It was necessary—as was the case with the cattle- 
breeding—to assure that White people maintained their superior pure 
blood. 


Between the sixteenth century Spanish attempt to establish race and the 
eighteenth-century British obsession with cattle-breeding, came the 
Swedish taxonomist Carolus (Carl) Linnaeus, who, in 1758, declared that 
humans fall into four races: White (Europeans), Red (Native Americans), 
Dark (Asians) and Black (Africans). To Linnaeus, Africans were lazy and 
neglectful, Native Americans were stuck in tradition, and the Europeans 
were creative, tender, and superior. Continuing with Keithley: 


It is the English who have the dubious distinction as the founders of 
modern racism. Most of the scientific theories that support the 
concept of race were developed in England during the eighteenth 
and nineteenth centuries. This intellectual justification was occurring 
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at the same time as the colonial expansion of the English all over the 
world. Colonization led to empire and with empire came the 
establishment of English customs and institutions worldwide. 


By the end of the nineteenth century, the sun never set on English 
racism. When William Shakespeare wrote in the late sixteenth 
century about the black-skinned prince consumed by jealousy over 
his fair-skinned wife, no one raised an eyebrow. Three hundred 
years later, Rudyard Kipling would write about the need for the ‘white 
man’ to rule the ‘inferior races.’ Modern racism was essentially 
invented in England and spread by the British Empire. Today, the 
few countries that are still officially racist are former British colonies. 


In America, it was in English colonies where racism first became 
acceptable. In the early seventeenth century, the marriage of 
Captain John Smith and Pocahontas was opposed by the English 
authorities not because she was ‘red’ or he was ‘white’ but because 
she was a princess and it was feared that Smith might use the 
marriage to lay claim to Virginia. Two hundred years later, only the 
most radical would claim that Indians were equal to ‘whites.’ 
Americans followed the British lead in the development of racist 
thought. 


However, Americans led the way in the social uses of racism with the 
establishment of a racially based slavery system in the southern 
United States. This was the first time physical appearance was 
used to determine who would be slave and who would be 
master [author emphasis]. It was also the most brutal slavery 
system in history. The slavery system in the United States was 
supplied by the Dutch. 


The Dutch were the premier slavers of the world: Hundreds of slave 
ships conducted an immensely profitable trade between West Africa 
and the Americas. The slavers were buoyed by the new scientific 
belief that separated white-skinned people from other groups by a 
religious belief that hinted that the grace of God was evident in the 
prosperity of His Chosen and poverty was the natural condition of 
those not blessed by God. 
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The Slave Trade was so inhumane that the Dutch, out of necessity of 
conscience, became dedicated racists. Most Dutch colonies in the 
New World were involved in the slave trade and some social 
remnants of this trade remain. It is interesting that the [former] 
Republic of South Africa, the most oppressive racial system still 
surviving38, is the product of both English and Dutch colonization. 


The Germans added the final refinement to modern racism. 
Germany missed most of the colonial era trying to get its own house 
in order. By the time the Germans had developed a strong national 
identity, most of the available world had already been colonized by 
other European nations. Even though Germany never became a 
large colonial power, the concept of race was embraced throughout 
German society. By the end of the nineteenth century, racism was a 
firmly established component of Western thought and German 
intellectuals, who were among the leaders in every scholarly field, 
adopted the concept. 


In fact, by 1920, no serious scholar influenced by European thinking 
was questioning the idea of race. But once again, it was social 
forces, not intellectual influence, that brought racism to a new level. 
The world depression of the 1930s was particularly harsh for 
Germany, which was trying to recover from its defeat in World War I. 
The German people were searching for both a sense of national unity 
and an explanation for their suffering. 


Hitler's Third Reich government expanded on the current race 
thinking to invent the ‘Aryan race’, the purpose being to unify the rest 
of the population of non-‘Aryan’ scapegoats for virtually all social ills. 
The excesses of the Third Reich and its racist policies are well 
known. Its influence on the concept of race is significant because 
Germany took the idea to ridiculous extremes. Even the most loyal 
scientists in Hitler's Germany were unable to convincingly support 
the Third Reich’s racial theories. 24 


38 The racist system of Apartheid in South Africa can be said to have officially 


ended when it held its first universal elections in 1994 (Keithley’s book was 
published in 1991) and the ANC (African National Congress) won by an 
overwhelming majority. 
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Dr. Claud Anderson has emphasized the importance of the fact that Black 
people were oppressed as a group, based on our group identity, an 
identity that was defined by race. The argument that | have heard PRAs 
make is that it is disingenuous for Whites to object to paying taxes for 
something that they didn’t do. White ARAs say, “We didn’t put Blacks in 
slavery! We weren't even born.” PRAs state that the oppression of Black 
people was not an individually-based oppression. It was oppression 
codified by /aw, targeting one group, Black folks, for the benefit of another 
group’s, White folks, economic and political dominance and power in 
society. 


PRAs say that the wealth-gap; the negatively disproportionate 
representation of Blacks in the various sectors and professions in 
American society, due to a long history of discrimination; segregation, etc., 
were all group-based practices that demand a group-based resolution or a 
national, government solution. The case of myself and how | was blocked 
from my electrician’s apprenticeship, and the case of my dad who was 
blocked from his machinist’s apprenticeship, before | was even born, are 
concrete examples of group-based generational discriminatory practices 
that denied Black people fair representation in the various professions of 
American society. 


In short, since a White identity exists, and since Whites are the group that 
most benefitted from Black subjugation and exclusion, then Whites should 
have no objections whatsoever to Reparations for Black people and, 
perhaps, paying taxes to fund those Reparations. So, let’s continue 
learning more about how race factored into group-based identity and the 
group-based oppression of Black people. 


Who invented race? (Continued): 
How the Irish became White 


No biologist has ever been able to provide a satisfactory definition of 
“race”—that is, a definition that includes all members of a given race 
and excludes all others. Attempts to give the term a biological 
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foundation lead to absurdities: parents and children of different races, 
or the well-known phenomenon that a white woman can give birth to 
a black child, but a black woman can never give birth to a white child. 
The only logical conclusion is that people are members of different 
races because they have been assigned to them...the only race is 
the human.22 


The subject of the development of race is too large a subject to cover 
here, and includes such components, historically, as anthropology, social 
constructions, taxonomic models, clines, monogenism, polygenism, 
evolution, and more. With regard to Reparations and the demand of 
PRAs, what seems to be more important is the way race has played itself 
out sociologically, especially in America. 


| can remember that, even as late as 1950s, the back of some dictionaries 
contained a “Hierarchy of the Races” chart. You can take your guess as 
to which race was at the top and which race was at the bottom. But there 
was a time when no such classifications existed, going as far back as 
ancient Greece and Rome. 


The ancient Greeks and Romans did not consider human biology or 
skin color the source of racial identity, although the belief that human 
variation was determined by the environment or climate persisted 
throughout antiquity.?? 


There was a time when Black folks were identified by the African tribe they 
belonged to: Ibo, Yoruba, Igbo, Hausa, Fulani, etc. That changed totally 
when Black folks were enslaved and brought to America. They became 
identified as one tribe; one race: Negroes. The same was the case with 
White folks. There was a time that there was no such thing as a “White” 
person or a “White race.” There were Swedes, Italians, British, Irish, 
Germans, Polish, etc. But, just as with Africans, in America all Europeans 
eventually become subsumed into one group; one race: ‘White’ people. 


The Irish are an example. How the Irish became White is a deep history. 
It involves race, class, religion, profession, politics, as well as the interplay 
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between those categories. The Irish are perhaps the example of a people 
who were transformed, due to social pressures, from being victims and 
opponents of racial oppression to supporters of slavery. We'll take just a 
little peek into that history, enough to have a fairly good grasp on how and 
why the Irish became White and why this is significant to the Reparations 
issue. 


From a PRA perspective, it is important to know something about the 
history of how the Irish became White and for this reason: Entry to the 
White race was limited to those with the European fair skin. Swedes, 
Italians, British, Irish, Germans, Polish, Lithuanians, etc., were the only 
ones who could become White. Black people, because of our uniquely 
identifiable skin color, could not become White, as the Irish did. Skin color 
made it very easy to discriminate against and exclude Black folks as a 


group. 


Many non-English ethnic European immigrants, during the course of 
American history, would change their names to English names so they 
could more easily enter the White race and be a member of that privileged 
class.39 The Chinese would change their names also (“Suzy Wong’), but, 
of course, could not be members of the White race because of their very 
distinctive facial characteristics. 


When reflecting over the history of the oppression of the Irish people by 
the British, the idea of being lumped in with the newly emerging power 
called the White race would seem to have been anathema to the Irish 
psyche, culture, morals and traditions. And as we'll see, portions of Irish 
society, mostly those in Ireland, became aligned with the American 
abolitionist movement to abolish the slavery of Black people. But that 
support was not strong enough to prevent the Irish in America from joining 
the White race, as we'll see. 


39 It should be needless to say that not all ‘White’ people benefited from the 
creation of the ‘White’ race. Skin color, sometimes, was not enough to assure 
a higher status in society. 
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Distinctions between people, in Europe, were not based on race, nor were 
they based on color. Distinctions were based on culture, language, class, 
wealth, etc. If you were darker than most, your distinction might be that of 
class, because being darker could mean that you worked on the land, 
would be out in the sun more, and, thus, be darker in skin color. You were 
a peasant, for example. 


The Irish were already an oppressed people, in Ireland, under the British. 
That oppression served to strengthen their national identity as Irish, as 
well as cause them to identify with other oppressed people around the 
world, including Blacks in America, the Maoris of New Zealand, the Jews 
in Europe, the Aborigines in Australia, the Dalits in India, etc. But, again, 
that ethic of the Irish people in Ireland would not sustain itself in America. 


The first wave of Irish fled Ulster province, which is located in the north of 
Ireland, between 1700 and 1775. They numbered about 200,000 and 
were Presbyterians who fled to America. They were escaping 
discriminatory English Penal Laws imposed on Protestant dissenters (non- 
Anglicans) and Roman Catholics also. 


They were also fleeing poor harvests, droughts, escalating rents, and the 
back-breaking tithe payments demanded by the Anglican Church in 
Ireland. Another discriminatory practice against them was initiated by the 
Test Act of 1704. That Act had abolished the legal standing of 
Presbyterian ministers to perform marriages, conduct funerals, and hold 
positions in civil offices. 


The American Revolution temporarily tampered immigration to America, 
but it picked up again after 1783. So, from the very beginning, the 
concern of Irish immigrants was, quite naturally, to flee persecution and to 
find peace and a better living for themselves in America, not to work for 
the liberation of Black Americans. 


The Irish who emigrated to America in the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries were fleeing caste oppression and a system of landlordism 
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that made the material conditions of the Irish peasant comparable to 
those of an American slave. They came to a society in which color 
was important in determining social position. It was not a pattern 
they were familiar with and they bore no responsibility for it; 
nevertheless, they adapted to it in short order.”4 


By the 1840s, Irish support in Ireland for the 
liberation of Black people in America was very 
strong, the strongest expression coming from 
an Irish man named Daniel O’Connell, who 
resided in Ireland. He was known throughout 
lreland as “The Liberator.” The American 
weekly abolitionist newspaper, The Liberator, 

Daniel O’Connell published an Address that was made to Irish 
Courtesy cdn.britannica.com Americans, of which O’Connell was one of the 
signatories, to “unite with the abolitionists” to fight for the abolition of 
slavery. The Address was signed by 60,000 of his fellow Irishmen in 
lreland. 








Charles Lenox Remond, a Black man based in 
Massachusetts, was one of the abolitionists who 
authored The Address that O’Connell eventually 
signed on to. Others were John A. Collins, James 
Haughton, Richard Allen and Richard Davis Webb. 
These men had made their way to Ireland in 1840 
after the World Anti-Slavery Convention had been 
held in June of that year. Remond had received a 





very enthusiastic welcome during his tour of Charles Remond 
Ireland. When Remond visited Belfast, nine Courtesy en.wikipedia.org 
thousand signatures to The Address were 

collected. 


At the first presentation of The Address to an American audience, which 
was held in Faneuil Hall, Boston, on January 28, 1842, Remond, one of 
the speakers, contrasted the indignities he had been subjected to upon his 
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return to America from Ireland to the respect and honor that he had 
received while touring Ireland. 


Here is that Appeal, first preceded by an introduction from The Liberator: 


THE LIBERATOR 


BOSTON: 


FRIDAY MORNING, MARCH 25, 1842 
The Voice of O’Connell 


We present to our readers the most incendiary number that we 
have issued since we commenced the publication of the Liberator. It 
is all on fire with Irish Indignation, Irish genius, Irish philanthropy, 
lrish patriotism, and Irish devotion to the cause of human liberty. We 
have gone to the extent of our limits in grouping together extracts 
from the various anti-slavery speeches of Daniel O’Connell, 
particularly such as relate to American slavery, and all those who are 
found arrayed against the American abolitionists. Can anything be 
found more scorching, withering, and richly merited than the terrible 
denunciations which this mighty champion of bleeding humanity 
pours forth against this hypocritical nation? 


We have taken some trouble in making this collection, in 
consequence of the infamous attempts that are making to bring the 
Irish Address into discredit, as though it contained sentiments which 
O'Connell would never have endorsed. Now, compare the language 
of the Address (which we publish below, that the comparison may be 
easily made) with the language used in the extracts we have brought 
together, and see how identical it is in spirit with the long publicly 
avowed sentiments of the great Irish Repealer*°. Nay, is it not feeble 


40 The Irish Repeal Movement sought repeal of the Acts of Union of 

1800 between Great Britain and Ireland, and a return to legislative 
independence under the British Crown. Catholic involvement was also 
demanded. In 1830, O’Connell set up a political movement called The Repeal 
Association to push for Repeal. 
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in its tone, as contrasted with the thunderings of O’Connell before 
assembled thousands in England and Ireland? We call upon our 
anti-slavery journals to give as wide a circulation to the sentiments of 
this distinguished advocate of the colored race as practicable, that 
thus, if possible, our Irish-American population may be enlisted in 
behalf of our great enterprise, and saved from becoming the dupes 
and victims of the slaveholding power. 


The Boston Pilot pretends that the British Government is plotting the 
downfall of this republic, by endeavoring to crush the horrible slave 
system! This is ludicrous indeed! As if our country had not more to 
fear from the continuance of slavery, than from any human power. 
As if the abolition of slavery would not make her perfectly 
invulnerable against all foreign attacks! Besides—how absurd, how 
vile it is to represent the humane appeals which come to us from the 
other side of the Atlantic, as emanating from hearts hostile to the 
perpetuity and happiness of our country! Is O’Connell our enemy, 
because he tells us the truth? Is he in league with the British 
Government? Will the Pilot answer? 


The Pilot exultingly declares that the name of O’Connell is not the 
first on the Irish Address! It matters not as to the precise place 
where it is found; the only pertinent question is, did he sign that 
document? Now, O’Connell’s name stands first on the roll on the 
right hand side, and we suppose was the first one appended to the 
parchment; and to show that he did not write it in a hurry, but that he 
meant to make it as impressive as possible, he signed it thus— 
‘Daniel O’Connell, M.P. for the Counties of Cork and Meath—Lord 
Mayor of the City of Dublin.’ 


As for the letter of Bishop Hughes, doubting the authenticity of the 
Address, and, in case of its genuineness, calling upon our Irish 
fellow-countrymen to treat it with scorn and contempt, it is a base and 
cunning manoeuvre to conciliate the pro-slavery sentiment of the 
country, and to break the force of that tempest of popular indignation 
which he has brought upon his head for rashly attempting to play the 
part of a ghostly politician, for sectarian purposes, in the city of New 
York. He is no friend of slavery—not he! Now read the noble 
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Address41 which he desires to see trampled underfoot, because of its 
foreign origin. 


ADDRESS FROM THE PEOPLE 
OF IRELAND, 


To their Countrymen and Countrywomen in 
America: 


Dear Friends: — 

You are at a great distance from your native land! A wide expanse 
of water separates you from the beloved country of your birth—from 
us and from the kindred that you love, and who love you, and pray for 
your happiness and prosperity in the land of your adoption. 


We regard America with feelings of admiration; we do not look upon 
her as a strange land, nor upon her people as aliens from our 
affections. The power of steam has brought us nearer together; it will 
increase the intercourse between us, so that the character of the Irish 
people and of the American people must in future be acted upon by 
the feelings and disposition of each. 


The object of this address is to call your attention to the subject of 
SLAVERY IN AMERICA—that foul blot upon the noble institutions 
and the fair fame of your adopted country. But for this one stain, 
America would, indeed, be a land worthy your adoption; but she will 
never be the glorious country that her free constitution designed her 
to be, so long as her soil is polluted by the footprint of a single slave. 


Slavery is the most tremendous invasion of the natural, inalienable 
rights of man, and of some of the noblest gifts of God, ‘life, liberty 
and the pursuit of happiness.’ What a spectacle does America 
present to the people of the earth! A land of professing Christian 
republicans, uniting their energies for the oppression and 
degradation of three millions of innocent human beings, the children 
of one common Father, who suffer the most grievous wrongs and the 
utmost degradation for no crime of their ancestors or their own! 
Slavery is a sin against God and man. Al! who are not for it must be 


41 See Appendix G to see the original column excerpt. 
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against it. None can be neutral. We entreat you to take the part of 
justice, religion and liberty. 


It is in vain that American citizens attempt to conceal their own and 
their country’s degradation under this withering curse. America is 
cursed by slavery! WE CALL UPON YOU TO UNITE WITH THE 
ABOLITIONISTS, and never to cease your efforts, until perfect liberty 
be granted to every one of her inhabitants, the black man as well as 
the white man. We are all children of the same gracious God; all 
equally entitled to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. 


We are told that you possess great power, both moral and political, 
in America. We entreat you to exercise that power and that influence 
for the sake of humanity. 


You will not witness the horrors of slavery in all the states of 
America. Thirteen of them are free, and thirteen of them are slave 
States. But in all, the pro-slavery feeling, though rapidly decreasing, 
is still strong. Do not unite with it: on the contrary, oppose it by all 
the peaceful means in your power. JOIN WITH THE 
ABOLITIONISTS EVERYWHERE. They are the only consistent 
advocates of liberty. Tell every man, that you do not understand 
liberty for the white man and slavery for the black man: That you are 
for LIBERTY FOR ALL, of every color, creed, and country. 


The American citizen proudly points to the national declaration of 
independence, which declares that, ‘All mankind are born free and 
equal, and are alike entitled to life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
happiness.’ Aid him to carry out this noble declaration, by obtaining 
freedom for the slave. 


Irishmen and lrishwomen! treat the colored people as your equals, 
as brethren. By all your memories of Ireland, continue to love 
liberty—hate slavery—CLING BY THE ABOLITIONISTS. And in 
America, you will do honor to the name of Ireland. 


[Signed by] DANIEL O’CONNELL, THEOBALD MATHEW, And Sixty 
Thousand other inhabitants of lreland.5 


O’Connell was the most popular figure in Ireland, as well as amongst Irish 
throughout the world. O’Connell’s anti-slavery stance was not unique to 
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his times. There was a time in Irish history when British people in Ireland 
were held as slaves. The Council of Armagh changed that in 1171, 
ordering that all the British slaves be set free. 


Unfortunately, Ireland gets mixed reviews on the issue of slavery. Some 
lrish were involved in the Atlantic slave trade of Black Africans between 
1660 and 1815. As Basil Davidson said in his book, Black Mother, the 
history of the Atlantic slave trade was a “history of an international 
partnership in risk and profit,” with Europeans, Africans, Christians, Jews, 
Muslims, and others heavily involved. When it came to profit, Olodumaré, 
Jesus, Yahweh, and Allah apparently didn’t have much say in how a 
slaver obtained it. 


The Liberator’s strong support for O’Connell was not shared by most Irish 
in the United States. The Irish were an immigrant community, millions of 
whom had fled what had become a living hell. Having suffered poverty 
due to centuries of overbearing British rule, the Irish potato famine (also 
called The Great Hunger), and disease, the Irish came to America hoping 
for a better life. 


They were sometimes made aware that they were not exactly fully 
welcomed with open arms. They were seen as a threat to American jobs. 
The Irish were Catholics, and, at the time, Catholicism was deeply 
distrusted, in America, as a “foreign religion.” Any Irish person could be 
suspected as being a “Papist,” someone more loyal to the Roman Papacy 
than to the government of the United States. They were sometimes 
considered criminals and accused of being rapists. 


They saw their relatively better existence in the United States as a 
blessing and some amongst them feared that O’Connell’s scathing 
criticism of American slavery would make things worse for them. For 
instance, a group of prominent Philadelphia Irish wrote a letter to 
O’Connell expressing their fears that O’Connell’s condemnation of 
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America would appear to non-Irish Americans as a sign of ingratitude, as 
well as an attack on the American character. 


Among those who expressed their concern were a group of 
prominent Philadelphia Irish, in a letter to him in February 1838, 
responding to newspaper reports of a speech he had recently made 
at an antislavery meeting in London, in which he had reportedly 
spoken harshly of the American character. The sentiments attributed 
to him “had caused no inconsiderable excitement,” observed his 
correspondents. “In the United States,” they wrote, “there are 
hundreds of thousands of our countrymen and countrywomen who 
have by persecution been driven from the land of their nativity. Here 
they have been hospitably received and honourably admitted to all 
the rights, privileges and immunities of native Americans.” Noting 
that “there was not a man [among them] who does not admire and do 
willing homage to your principles,” they went on to remind O’Connell 
“how jealously and suspiciously we may be looked upon by our 
native American fellow citizens if the man, whom we have delighted 
to honour, shall by them believed to have en masse deemed them 
the basest of the base and the vilest of the vile.” They asked him to 
take the appropriate steps to remove from the lIrish-Americans “the 
odium which...had been cast upon them...”26 


The insecurity that the Irish felt was the typical insecurity that any 
immigrant group would feel. That insecurity would play into the struggle 
within the Irish community regarding whether to support the cause of the 
abolition of the slavery of Black people, after having themselves 
experienced centuries of persecution; in short, whether to maintain the 
lrish anti-slavery tradition that had emerged in Ireland, or become 
comfortably and safely White, focusing their attention on their own family 
and community. 


Another pressure on the Irish community, with respect to the abolition of 
the slavery of Black people, was that the majority of Irish were aligned to 
the Democratic Party, which supported slavery. Between the 1830s and 
the 1960s, the Irish voted heavily Democratic, with few exceptions. 
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One can imagine the pressures felt by the Irish to conform to the 
American status quo after having suffered hundreds of years of 
persecution, now finally having obtained the opportunity to live relatively in 
peace. This was, in fact, the reason that American abolitionists were 
appealing to O’Connell to use his influence to return the Irish back to the 
anti-slavery traditions they'd had when in Ireland and continue those 
traditions in the cause of the abolition of the slavery of Black people. 
Politically, the Irish had become a strong force in America, regardless of 
the distrust and suspicions that existed about their loyalties. Swaying 
them back to their anti-slavery roots was considered paramount in winning 
the fight for abolition. 


After The Address was read at Faneuil Hall, the hoped-for enthusiastic 
response did not occur. There was an Irishman in America who had much 
more influence over American Irish than had O’Connell—Bishop John J. 
Hughes of New York, who linked The Address to foreign interference into 
the domestic and national policy of slavery in the United States, claiming 
that he was “no friend of slavery” but objected to any attempt by foreign 
sources to abolish it. 


Articles began to appear in Irish newspapers, such as the Boston Pilot 
and the Boston Catholic Diary, warning Irish Americans against being 
drawn into support for abolition, as the result of abolitionist activity would 
be the dissolution of the Union. Certainly, no Irish American would want 
to be accused of having contributed to the dissolution of the Union, 
especially when a politically slick and diabolical charge was being made 
against abolitionists: that abolition was a plot by the British government to 
weaken and eventually destroy the United States. 


lrish American support for abolition was also being caste, by Irish 
newspapers, as tantamount to being traitorous to the Irish people by 
supporting their former oppressors, the British, who, according to those 
newspapers, were engaged in a plot to overthrow the United States. To 
draw an analogy from the stereotypic dynamic that emerged in America of 
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the Black man who was traitorous to his own people in deference to his 
White slave master, it can be said that Irish media were casting pro- 
abolition Irish Americans as being Uncle Toms against Irish Americans, 
vis-a-vis their relationship with their former oppressors, the British. 


These pressures exerted on the Irish community by the over-arching 
government policy on slavery; by the American community at large; by its 
own leaders, such as Bishop Hughes; by its own media; by the memory of 
lrish persecution by the British for hundreds of years, and its wish to avoid 
persecution again; and by the natural fears that any immigrant community 
would have, can all serve as indicative of why any Euro-immigrant 
community of the time would eventually subdue its own former national 
identity and, instead, join the ‘White race,’ some, most unfortunately, such 
as the Irish mob that attacked a Black temperance parade in Philadelphia 
on August 1, 1842, choosing violence. 


Don’t make waves; keep a low profile; stay under the radar; “gotta go 
along to get along’ are all terms that we are all familiar with and that many 
people in life have felt pressured to abide by. My family has always had 
problems with abiding. But not everyone’s the same. And, if the situation 
is dangerous to one’s physical life, then, as some would feel, a different 
calculation might have to be made. 


Some working-class Irish objected to supporting the abolitionists and 
based on four reasons. Firstly, their objection to alleged foreign 
interference by the British. Secondly, their desire of a prime identity of 
“citizen.” Thirdly, their rejection of being considered a “distinct class,” an 
obvious allusion to Irish identity; Fourthly their rejection of considering 
Black people as their equals. 


A meeting of Irish miners in Pottsville, Pennsylvania, brought 
together most of the key arguments. They denounced The Address 
as a fabrication, and declared they were not willing to look upon 
colored people as their “brethren.” Slavery in America was a legacy 
of British rule. And they resented those who addressed them from 
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abroad on questions of national policy. “We do not form a distinct 
Class of the community but consider ourselves in every respect as 
CITIZENS of this great and glorious republic—that we look upon 
every attempt to address us, otherwise than as CITIZENS, upon the 
subject of the abolition of slavery, or any subject whatsoever, as 
base and iniquitous, no matter from what quarter it may proceed.”27 


Another force in operation was the Repealer movement, which, as noted 
earlier in a footnote, pushed for the legislative independence of Ireland 
from the British Crown. O’Connell and others sought to link the Repealer 
movement, morally, to the abolitionist movement, noting that it would be 
hypocritical to seek for any form of Irish independence, yet, at the same 
time, remain silent about or be vocally opposed to the abolition of the 
slavery of Black people. 


But the sentiments of the attendees of the first National Repeal 
Convention matched that of the Irish miners who had met in Pottsville. 
And these attendees were from the higher classes/professions than 
Pottsville miners. It seemed that objection to linking Repeal to abolition 
was universal within the lrish American community, regardless of one’s 
status or class. 


In the midst of the turmoil stirred up by the Irish Address, the first 
National Repeal Convention met on Washington’s Birthday, in a large 
hall in the Philadelphia Museum decorated with the flags of Ireland 
and the U.S., and hung with a full-length portrait of the Liberator‘. 
Present were delegations from twenty-six cities and towns. This was 
no convention of laborers and canal diggers, but of substantial 
citizens, many of the second and third generations: merchants, 
traders, shopkeepers, doctors, lawyers, journalists, and contractors 
with political connections...A committee on resolutions, conscious of 
the disruptive potential of The Address, made a report confining the 
resolutions to support for Ireland and Repeal, praise of the U.S. as 
the exemplary model, and opposition to sectarian divisions in 
lreland.28 


42 Q’Connell 
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In other words, there was to be no linking Repeal to abolition. Of course, 
pro-abolition Repealers thought that the clear hypocrisy of supporting 
Repeal to obtain legislative independence for Ireland, but not supporting 
the abolition of Black enslavement, would sway American Irish Repealers 
to support abolition. This was a big miscalculation. Irish American 
Repealers refused to view non-support of abolition as hypocrisy. Instead, 
they saw support for abolition as interference with American governmental 
and social policy. 


William Lloyd Garrison, of The Liberator Magazine, said about Irish 
American lack of support for abolition: 


It is now quite apparent that they [the Irish] will go en masse with 
Southern men-stealers, and in opposition to the anti-slavery 
movement. This will not be done intelligently by them but will be 
effectually controlled by a crafty priesthood and unprincipled political 
demagogues. When we had our great meeting in Faneuil Hall, we 
took all parties by surprise. Our Irish fellow-citizens, who were then 
present, acted out of their natural love of liberty, to the life; for at that 
time, they had not been instructed how to act by their leaders, and 
the Pilot and Diary, and other Irish papers here, had not opened their 
batteries. Since that time, however, they have kept wholly aloof from 
us, and it is impracticable to get them to listen to us...Even to this 
hour, not a single Irishman has come forward, either publicly or 
privately, to express his approval of The Address, or to avow his 
determination to abide by its sentiments.29 


The Irish were well on their way to joining the White race and accepting 
White identity. Irish traditions, the Irish character, Irish holidays, the Irish 
Catholic religious traditions would continue, even up to this day. But the 
lrish, like every other European, would end up virtually discarding their 
ethnic identity in exchange for the identity of White. Personally, to expect 
that it could have been otherwise is a bit much. Self-interest is a 
fundamental factor in human existence. We've all heard of the saying, 
“Self-preservation is the first law of nature,” and the Irish, especially 
because of having previously suffered hundreds of years of persecution 
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under the British, needed no one to tell them that. They acted in what 
they perceived was their best interest. 


The bottom line, again, is that Blacks were treated as a unit. And Blacks 
were a unit that, unlike the Irish, could not become White and, in time, 
hide, or discard, their ethnic identity. Blacks had no real allies, at least not 
any powerful enough to effective massive change in their conditions. 


The over-arching White identity served to create a class structure with a 
strong basis in race, or in color. There were still lower class, working 
class, middle class, and upper-class distinctions, as we saw in the case of 
the lower class, Pottsville miners, laborers, and canal diggers as opposed 
to the higher class “merchants, traders, shopkeepers, doctors, lawyers, 
journalists, and contractors” amongst the Irish. But, as we saw, neither the 
lower-class Pottsville miners nor the higher-class doctors and lawyers 
amongst Irish Americans wanted anything to do with the abolition of the 
slavery of Black people. 


PRAs, again, might put forward the fact that Black people were treated as 
a group, and, as such, with respect to receiving restorative justice in the 
form of Reparations, the group that most benefited from the free labor of 
Black folks during slavery, and the discrimination against Black folks 
afterwards, were Whites. As such, the “I-didn’t-do-it” objection of Whites, 
in their opposition to being taxed for Reparations to Blacks, would be 
perceived by PRAs as having no merit. 


Of course, the fact is that not all whites benefitted from the slavery of 
Black folks, though PRAs would wish to claim otherwise. Nevertheless, 
the practice of racism in America was, overall, a group-based, not an 
individual-based, practice against Black people. Though certainly not all 
Whites practice racism. But a simple observation of the history of racism 
in America, and, more importantly, it’s impact on Blacks, is enough to 
conclude that a clear, group-based identity was imposed upon Blacks 
within a culture that accepted racism, discrimination, marginalization 
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against Black folks. And there were enough Whites in the population to 
enforce upon Black folks, as a group, oppression and an inferior status. 


In using the quota system, for example, which was used against my dad, 
myself, and countless other blacks, Whites gained economically by 
consciously keeping Blacks out of the trades. By keeping Blacks out of 
the trades, Whites could, and did, dominate fields like carpentry, 
bricklaying, electrical work, plumbing, machine work, etc. Those fields 
became monopolized by Whites. Even today, new Polish immigrants to 
the United States, who literally can’t speak English, are found working as 
cement finishers, roofers, tuck pointers, and trades for which you rarely, if 
ever, see a single black (or sh*t-colored) face. 
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Black Man Plowing with Mules 
Courtesy c1.staticflickr.com 
t's been noted that throughout the history of Black folks in America 
there have always emerged two Black leaders, contemporaneous to 
each other, each with approaches to the amelioration of the oppression 
of Black people that appeared to be diametrically opposed to each other. 
This difference in philosophy as regards the approach of Black people in 
solving our problems can be stated in various ways: separation vs. 
integration; nationalism vs. American citizenship; economic self- 
sufficiency vs. economic integration. The most powerful and prominent of 
such leaders were: 























Separation Amalgamation 

Booker T. Washington (1856-1915) Frederick Douglass (1817-1895) 
Marcus Garvey (1887-1940) W.E.B Dubois (1868-1963) 

Elijah Muhammad (1897-1975) Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. (1929-1968 
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In the case of Washington, my table doesn’t reflect the reality perfectly, as 
the more direct difference was between Washington and Dubois. 
Washington emphasized self-help and the racial solidarity of Black people. 
Manifestations of his philosophy came in the form of his founding of 
Tuskegee Normal and Industrial Institute, now called Tuskegee University, 
in 1881, and the National Negro Business League in 1900. It was 
Washington who hired George Washington Carver to teach agriculture at 
Tuskegee in 1896. Carver is famous for making large contributions to the 
fields of botany and farming. 


Washington was no Black nationalist seeking an independent nation for 
Black people, as would be the case with Elijah Muhammad later. In fact, 
Washington was called an “accommodationist.” He believed that mastery 
of farming and industrial skills, creating enterprises, being thrifty, and all 
that, would bring material progress to Black folks and thus win the respect 
of Whites*3. 


DuBois, on the other hand, believed that Washington’s approach would 
simply help to perpetuate the oppression of Blacks by Whites. He felt that 
the fight for civil rights through a political agenda would lead to the 
liberation of Black folks. He called for the development of a strong Black 
college-educated leadership that he referred to as the “Talented Tenth.” 


“The Negro race,” he said, “like all races, is going to be saved by its 
exceptional men.” Just as Washington left a legacy, so to did DuBois. 
DuBois’s belief in protest and agitation for civil rights were the seeds that 
eventually created the Civil Rights Movement of the 1950s and 1960s. 


A question that seems rather important, in terms of assessing whether the 
issue of Reparations has widespread support in the Black community, is 
this: Has support for Reparations come from only one side of the 


43 Winning the respect of Whites was never part of the vocabulary of Black 
nationalism. 
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traditional integration vs. separation philosophical divide? The answer is 
no. Though the separationists have appeared to have lost the fight for the 
support of the masses of Black people, | think it’s still instructive to note 
that both of those traditional sides, at one time or another, have called for 
Reparations. 


Two figures that are very interesting in this regard are Elijah Muhammad 
(1897-1975), the founder of the Nation of Islam, and Congressman John 
Conyers (1929-2019). Elijah Muhammad and John Conyers can be said 
to have been on opposite ends philosophically and politically with respect 
to the course that Black folks should take in America, yet both demanded 
some form of direct Reparations for Black people. Elijah Muhammad 
called for the establishment of a separate nation for Black people, with the 
U.S. government obligated to help sustain it [i.e., pay Reparations] for the 
first 20-25 years of its existence: 


4. We want our people in America whose parents or grandparents 
were descendants from slaves, to be allowed to establish a separate 
state or territory of their own-either on this continent or elsewhere. 
We believe that our former slave masters are obligated to provide 
such land and that the area must be fertile and minerally rich. We 
believe that our former slave masters are obligated to maintain and 
supply our needs in this separate territory for the next 20 to 25 
years-until we are able to produce and supply our own needs. 


Since we cannot get along with them in peace and equality, after 
giving them 400 years of our sweat and blood and receiving in return 
some of the worst treatment human beings have ever experienced, 
we believe our contributions to this land and the suffering forced 
upon us by white America, justifies our demand for complete 
separation in a state or territory of our own.%? 


The reader should note that Elijah Muhammad had called for much more, 
and the list of his ten demands can be read at the Nation of Islam's official 
website. It would be a mistake to assume that The Nation’s program was 
a “drop-out” program of total non-involvement in America. Its demands 
had two aspects. Firstly, freedom, justice, and equality for all Black 
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Americans while still citizens of the country. Secondly, eventual and total 
separation in the form of the establishment of an independent nation for 
Black people.44 


Congressman Conyers, on the other hand, who was by no means a 
separationist, introduced a Reparations bill in 1989 entitled, Commission 
to Study Reparation Proposals for African Americans Act. This bill is still 
active and being heavily supported by the Democratic Party at this very 
moment. The Introduction to the bill reads: 


To address the fundamental injustice, cruelty, brutality, and 
inhumanity of slavery in the United States and the 13 American 
colonies between 1619 and 1865 and to establish a commission to 
study and consider a national apology and proposal for reparations 
for the institution of slavery, its subsequent de jure and de facto racial 
and economic discrimination against African Americans, and the 
impact of these forces on living African Americans, to make 
recommendations to the Congress on appropriate remedies, and for 
other purposes.%? 


The section entitled, Findings and Purpose reads as followings: 


(1) approximately 4,000,000 Africans and their descendants 
were enslaved in the United States and colonies that became the 
United States from 1619 to 1865; 


(2) the institution of slavery was constitutionally and statutorily 
sanctioned by the Government of the United States from 1789 
through 1865; 


(3) the slavery that flourished in the United States constituted 
an immoral and inhumane deprivation of Africans’ life, liberty, African 


44 No one should underestimate or deny the impact and influence of the Nation 
of Islam on Black America. All too often the NOI has been considered an 
insignificant fringe group in Black America. This is a mistake. Though its 
influence appears to have waned dramatically, historically its influence had 
been fairly substantial, in this author’s opinion. 
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citizenship rights, and cultural heritage, and denied them the fruits of 
their own labor; 


(4) a preponderance of scholarly, legal, community evidentiary 
documentation and popular culture markers constitute the basis for 
inquiry into the on-going effects of the institution of slavery and its 
legacy of persistent systemic structures of discrimination on living 
African Americans and society in the United States; 


(5) following the abolition of slavery the United States 
Government, at the Federal, State, and local level, continued to 
perpetuate, condone and often profit from practices that continued to 
brutalize and disadvantage African Americans, including share 
cropping, convict leasing, Jim Crow, redlining, unequal education, 
and disproportionate treatment at the hands of the criminal justice 
system; and 


(6) as a result of the historic and continued discrimination, 
African Americans continue to suffer debilitating economic, 
educational, and health hardships including but not limited to having 
nearly 1,000,000 Black people incarcerated; an unemployment rate 
more than twice the current White unemployment rate; and an 
average of less than “ie of the wealth of White families, a disparity 
which has worsened, not improved over time. 


(b) PURPOSE.—The purpose of this Act is to establish a 
commission to study and develop Reparation proposals for African 
Americans as a result of— 


(1) the institution of slavery, including both the Trans-Atlantic 
and the domestic “trade” which existed from 1565 in colonial Florida 
and from 1619 through 1865 within the other colonies that became 
the United States, and which included the Federal and State 
governments which constitutionally and statutorily supported the 
institution of slavery; 


(2) the de jure and de facto discrimination against freed slaves 
and their descendants from the end of the Civil War to the present, 
including economic, political, educational, and social discrimination; 
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(3) the lingering negative effects of the institution of slavery 
and the discrimination described in paragraphs (1) and (2) on living 
African Americans and on society in the United States; 


(4) the manner in which textual and digital instructional 
resources and technologies are being used to deny the inhumanity of 
slavery and the crime against humanity of people of African descent 
in the United States; 


(5) the role of Northern complicity in the Southern based 
institution of slavery; 


(6) the direct benefits to societal institutions, public and 
private, including higher education, corporations, religious and 
associational; 


(7) and thus, recommend appropriate ways to educate the 
American public of the Commission’s findings; 


(8) and thus, recommend appropriate remedies in 
consideration of the Commission’s findings on the matters described 
in paragraphs (1), (2), (3), (4), (5), and (6); and 


(9) submit to the Congress the results of such examination, 
together with such recommendations. 32 


Obviously, Congressman Conyers’s bill does not call for the establishment 
of a separate nation for Black people. Note also that the underlying call 
for justice for Black people exists both in the NOI’s demands as well as 
the H.R.4045 Reparations bill that was introduced by Conyers and that is 
currently being sponsored by Representative Sheila Jackson Lee. 


But are Reparations supported by the masses of Black people? A Gallup 
poll, run from June 19 to July 12, 2019, indicates that the answer is yes. 


45 The ‘40’ in H.R.40 is taken from the “40 acres and a mule” promise to former 
Black slaves that was made by Union General William T. Sherman in his Special 
Field Order No. 15, issued on Jan. 16, 1865. 
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Americans’ Views on Reparations 


Do you think the government should -- or should not -- make cash payments to black Americans who are 
descendants of slaves? 


Should Should not Don't know/Refused 

% % % 
All Americans 29 67 4 
Race/Ethnicity 
Non-Hispanic white 16 81 3 
Non-Hispanic black 73 25 2 
Hispanic 47 46 6 
Party ID 
Republican 5 92 2 
Independent 32 65 4 
Democrat 49 47 4 
Party ID with leaners 
Republican/Lean Republican 8 90 2 
Democrat/Lean Democratic 47 49 4 


GALLUP, JUNE 19-JULY 12, 2019 


America’s Views on Reparations 
Courtesy news.gallup.com 


The poll reflects that 73% of Black Americans favor cash payments being 
made as Reparations to Black folks. So, it appears that it must be 
concluded that Black leadership, whether it be the more civil rights wing of 
Black leadership of the late Congressman Conyers, Representative Sheila 
Jackson Lee, Representative Bobby Rush, or the more “do-for-self” wing, 
which includes, for example, Black leaders such as Dr. Boyce Watkins, 
Minister Louis Farrakhan, and Dr. Claud Anderson, is in tune with the will 
of the masses of Black Americans on the issue of Reparations.‘¢ 


Conversely, as the poll reflects, 67% of all Americans are against cash 
payments to Black Americans. It’s also to be noted that cash payments 
have not been the only form of Reparations suggested by PRAs. Other 
forms of Reparations suggested are grants for homeownership, education, 


46 There should not be an assumption that Watkins, Farrakhan, and Anderson 
share the same social and philosophical views. Their views on Black self- 
sufficiency seem identical, but their views on politics, religion, etc., are 
certainly not the same. 
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establishing businesses, purchasing financial assets, exemption from 
taxes, etc. 


40 acres my ass!! 


Although | fully realize, as | stated in the Preface, that | now live ina 
country that is increasingly becoming identified by an anti-humor ethos, | 
find it almost hilarious that both PRAs and ARAs would vociferously object 
to each Black person literally being given 40 acres and a mule as 
Reparations for slavery and oppression. 


PRAs, | hope the reader realizes, are not pushing for 42,000,000 black 
Americans each to receive 40 acres of land as Reparations. Reparations 
calculations are very involved, are performed by professional, qualified 
economists, historians and others, and include factors, as outlined by Dr. 
William Darity, such as “present-value calculation for unpaid wages, the 
purchase prices of the human property...land promised to the formerly 
enslaved,” compound interest factors, three different interest rates, the 
rate of inflation, a base population figure of 4 million, the estimated 
number of freed slaves that PRAs say should have been given 
Reparations, and other factors depending on which economist is 
producing the figures. 


But, just for the heck of it, since some people do think that 42,000,0000 
Black people literally deserve 40 acers of land a piece, let’s just have a 
little fun with this. The ARAs would object on the pragmatic grounds that 
since the population of Black Americans is 42,000,000, the United States 
would have to somehow find 1,680,000,000 acres of land, somewhere, to 
split between 42,000,000 Black folks. Now, it’s doable (Uh, | suppose), 
since the size of the United States, in acres, is 2,430,000,000. 


Now, if you subtract 1,680,000,000 from 2,430,000,000, you get 
750,000,000 acres. That's where White folks would have to live, along 
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with all other non-Black people. The non-Black population of the United 
States is 289,000,000. 


So, 750,000,000 acres of land has to be split between 289,000,000 non- 
Black folks [White folks, Native Americans, Pakistanis, Indians, Mexicans, 
Africans (???), Chinese, Japanese, other Asians, etc.]. This means that in 
The Republic of Non-Blacks, each individual citizen would have about 3 
acres of land. Not too bad, | guess. Of course, in The Republic of Black 
Folks, each black person would have 40 acres, about 13 times more acres 
than a citizen of The Republic of Non-Blacks. (We'll just have to forget 
about Wendys, Burger King and McDonalds. No room). 


Now, as of 2016, the SPLC estimated that there are about 165 well-armed 
militia groups in the United States, all White. Now, | may be wrong, but in 
my research | found only one black militia group. If you think you’re 
gonna shove 237,000,000 White folks (in addition to their non-Black 
neighbors) onto 750,000,000 acres of land, with an allotment of 3 acres 
per person only, then | think that one Black militia ain’t gonna cut it. 
Because you're gonna have a fight on your hands, especially now that 
White folks’ are getting mighty salty, in some corners, since the new game 
of the American Left is to caste all Whites as demons. 


Now, as for Black folks, if you tell the average Black American that he’s 
gonna be given 40 acres and a mule to work some land, so that he can 
“be free,” you'll get the same response as you'll get if you tell each white 
person that he’s about to be relegated to 3 acres of land, and no more: 
“40 acres my ass!” And then he'll tell you, “I ain’t going back on a 
PLANTATION!!! Are you out of your mind??! 


Okay, I’m just having a little fun here. Reparations calculations, as | said, 
are quite involved. So let’s get a little bit more serious. 
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Let’s get serious 


Though the woe in-cheek scenario in the previous section might be 
considered humorous, to ARAs the estimated 
dollar amount of Reparations to be extended to 
Black Americans is serious and highly 
unrealistic. In the Spring of 2020, University of 
North Carolina Press published a 424-page 
book entitled, From Here to Equality: 
Reparations for Black Americans in the Twenty- 
First Century. The book is co-authored by Dr. 
William Darity, professor of public policy at Duke 





Dr. William Darity ; ; Ln ads d 
Courtesy minneapolisfed.org University, and his wife, Kirsten Mullen. In 


addition, Darity is an American economist who 
also studied at the London School of Economics. So, | don’t think that his 
views can be dismissed as the “ravings” of a “Black nationalist.” He is 
squarely on the side of being an American citizen. 


Darity and his wife argue that a serious 
program of Reparations would mean 

an allocation of between $10 trillion and $12 
trillion, or about $800,000 to each Black 
household eligible for Reparations. Dr. 
Boyce Watkins4’, who also believes in 
Reparations for Black Americans, has often 
given a Reparations figure of between $12 
trillion to $15 trillion. ARAs argue that, since Dr. Boyce Watkins 
the national debt of the United States now Courtesy 

stands at around $26 trillion, the country socialpoliticalcommentary.com 





47 Dr. Watkins earned BA and BS degrees with a triple major in Finance, 
Economics, and Business Management. The Wall Street Journal selected him as 
the Outstanding Graduating Senior in Finance. Dr. Watkins holds a Masters 
Degree in Mathematical Statistics and a Ph.D from Ohio State University. 
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cannot afford, at this time, to add an additional $10 trillion to $12 trillion to 
that debt. 


From, A Guide to the US National Debt: Everything you should know: 


The national debt today (as of June 2020) stands at more than $25 
trillion. Here are some facts to give you an idea of how big this 
number really is: 


With $26 trillion, the government could give $78,734 to 
every living person and $201,903 for every household in 
the United States. 

From 2000 to 2019, the federal debt increased 297%. 

The national debt is currently larger than the economies of 
China, Japan, Germany, and the United 

Kingdom combined. 

The national debt could cover the tuition for a four-year 
degree for every student graduating from a U.S. high 
school for over 60 years.%? 


Of course, PRAs do not want to hear what they 
perceive as excuses, and they go on to offer 
specific ideas on how Reparations should be 
handled. For instance, another PRA, Dr. Claud 
Anderson‘8, as immensely qualified as any of the 
separationist or integrationist Black scholars on 
Reparations, says the following, in his book, 
PowerNomics: The National Plan to Empower 
Black America: 





Dr. Claud Anderson 
Courtesy pinterest.com 


During the year that he graduated, he was the only African-American in the 
country to earn a PhD in Finance. 

48 Dr. Anderson once held the position of Assistant Secretary in the U.S. 
Department of Commerce under President Jimmy Carter. He was Federal Co- 


Chairman for a commission of governors in the southeast states. He chaired 


the commission, funded and directed economic development projects for the 
governors in those states. The projects he funded created jobs and businesses 
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Reparations is outside the traditional sources of capital, but it is a bill 
that is owed to Black people and one that we must present to the 
nation for payment. Reparations for Black people is no longer a far- 
fetched issue for parlor room discussions. It is now a necessity. 
Making restitution for damages is rooted in our legal system and has 
been used by industrialized nations as a mechanism to apologize for 
and correct institutional wrongs. Reparations payment for centuries 
of slavery and Jim Crow semi-slavery can take many forms. 
Government or private corporations can make restitution through 
such efforts as cash payments, land grants, educational 
scholarships, tax exempt status and free health care. Cash 
payments should go into regional development banks from which 
Black Americans could draw down equity capital for business 
investments. These banks should be established specifically to 
allocate those funds as vision capital for Blacks. Funds should be 
used only for projects that promote the PowerNomics vision of a self- 
sufficient and competitive Black America.*4 


One key historical fact that PRAs invoke 
in support of Reparations for Black 
Americans is a promise of “40 acres and 
a mule” to former Black slaves that was 
made by Union General William T. 
Sherman in his Special Field Order No. 
15, issued on Jan. 16, 1865. But Dr. 
Henry Louis Gates, Alphonse 

Fletcher University Professor and 
Director of the Hutchins Center for my 
African and African American — 
Research at Harvard University, reveals 
that the 40 acres and a mule idea came 





General William Sherman 
Courtesy tc.pbs.org 


in those states. As executive director of two economic development 
corporations for the city of Miami, Florida, he oversaw funding of more than 30 
businesses. He is the president of PowerNomics Corporation of America. 
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from discussions held by 20 leaders of the Black community in Savannah, 
Ga. with Sherman and Secretary of War Edwin M. Stanton. 


We have been taught in school that the source of the policy of “40 
acres and a mule” was Union General William T. Sherman’s Special 
Field Order No. 15, issued on Jan. 16, 1865. (That account is half- 
right: Sherman prescribed the 40 acres in that Order, but not the 
mule. The mule would come later.) But what many accounts leave 
out is that this idea for massive land redistribution actually was the 
result of a discussion that Sherman and Secretary of War Edwin M. 
Stanton held four days before Sherman issued the Order, with 20 
leaders of the black community in Savannah, Ga., where Sherman 
was headquartered following his famous March to the Sea. The 
meeting was unprecedented in American history.5 


The promise was never kept but has never been forgotten by Black 
leaders and PRAs. The ‘40’ in the H.R.40 Reparations bill refers to that 
40 acres and a mule that was negotiated by 20 Black leaders, General 
Sherman, Secretary of War Edwin M. Stanton, and then issued by 
General Sherman as Special Field Order No. 15. 


| wish that | could simply reproduce pages 325 to 338 (Kindle version) of 
Dr. Darity’s book, since his is the most recent (April 2020), incisive, and 
thorough book about Reparations on the market. | am particularly 
tempted, in the case of Dr. Darity’s book, because he covers many 
aspects of the subject: slavery itself, the political history of the Black 
Reparations movement, race and racism, criticism and responses, the 
economics involved, and other issues. 


But I'll have to leave it to the reader to obtain Dr. Darity’s book, as my 
attempt has been to provide as good an outline as possible concerning 
PRA demands for Reparations, as well as be as fair as | could in 
presenting their perspective. Please consider obtaining, and reading, the 
other books that I’ve mentioned in this book. 
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It is from pages 325 to 338 (Kindle version) that Dr. Darity covers: 


e the issue of the estimated amount to be paid in Reparations 

the structures that he suggests should, and can, be set up to handle 

Reparations 

two criteria for establishing which Black Americans are eligible for Reparations 

how eligibility can be verified 

the forms (not just cash disbursements) that Reparations can take 

the various strategies that have been presented for calculating the monetary 

value of Reparations 

e why Reparations must include post-slavery oppression even up to the present 
moment 

e how Reparations restitution could be financed without altering tax rates 

e how Congress could direct the Federal Reserve Bank to fund Black reparations 

e how what he admits is the risk of excessive inflation, through the release of 
funds for Reparations, can be attenuated 

e how the problem of intra-racial wealth inequality within the Black American 
community, brought on by a uniform Reparations payout to all eligible black 
Americans, can be handled 

e how to create the political conditions that will lead the U.S. Congress to enact a 
program of Black Reparations. 


| hope the reader will take note that what | have tried to accomplish up to 
this point is to offer a wider view than just the subject of Black 
Reparations. | feel that that wider view is necessary to fully understand 
the demand for Reparations being made by PRAs. War and its impact on 
the development of modern civilization; colonization; slavery in general in 
the history of humanity; the role of religion, specifically, the role of the 
Church of Rome (the Catholic Church) in colonial expansion and slavery; 
my own, and my dad’s, personal experience with actual discrimination; an 
eye-witness account of “life” on a slave ship, all represent components 
that, together, form a wider picture, and, thus, can birth various 
perspectives on the issue of Reparations for Black Americans. 


| purposely left out coverage of Black life during slavery times, as that 
information is so abundantly available, and, | would think, still taught in 
American schools, that it seemed unnecessary, as well as actually 
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burdensome to the reader to have to read about here. You can consider 
what I’ve written up to this point as an introduction to the issue of 
Reparations for Black folks, but, hopefully, an above-average introduction. 


For further study, | suggest that the reader obtain three books: Black 
Labor, White Wealth, by Dr. Claud Anderson; PowerNomics: The National 
Plan to Empower Black America, also by Dr. Anderson; and From Here to 
Equality: Reparations for Black Americans in the Twenty-First Century, by 
Dr. William Dirty, which is the most recent and certainly the most 
comprehensive. 


Okay, so now it’s my turn!! Every one of the next chapters are devoted to 
my perspective through the eyes of my experience in life—why / do not 
want Reparations—as well as to those who might share my views. As | 
tried to make crystal clear in the Preface, | saw one part of my job, in Part 
I of this book, as presenting the case for Reparations, no matter that | 
don’t want any form of Reparations to be extended to me by the United 
States government. 


| realize that our current American society has become habituated, 
unfortunately, to the idea of being on one side, and that’s that, without 
having any desire whatsoever to at least try to understand an opposing 
perspective. For seemingly the majority of Americans, there are only two 
sides to everything, each side presented virtually as religious, immutable 
dogma. This is unfortunate. 


Now, | warned the reader, in the Preface, that Part II of this book was 
going to include some raw stuff—colorful words, racial slurs, etc. Now's 
the time to bail out, or jump right in. 


PART IL: 


A Squeegee and a Bucket 


Field Negro 
Why / don’t want Reparations 





George Clinton 
(Courtesy tvtropes.org) 


There was two kinds of slaves. There was the house Negro and the 
field Negro. The house Negro, they lived in the house—with master. 
They dressed pretty good. They ate good, ‘cause they ate his food— 
what he left. They lived in the attic, or the basement. But sti// they 
lived near their master. And they loved their master more than the 
master loved himself. They would give their life, to save their 
master’s house, quicker than the master would. 


The house Negro, if the master say, “We got a good house here,” 
the house Negro say, “Yeah, we got a good house here!!” Whenever 
the master say “we” he’d say “we.” That’s how you can te/l a house 
Negro. If the master’s house caught on fire, the house Negro would 
fight harder to put the blaze out than the master would. If the 
master got sick, the house Negro would say, “What’s the matter, 
boss, we sick?” We sick! He identified himself with his master more 
than his master identified with himself. 


And if you came to the house Negro and said, “Let’s run away! Let’s 
escape! Let’s separate,” that house Negro would look at you and 
say, “Man, you crazy! Whatchu mean ‘separate?!’ Where is there a 
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better house than this?! Where can | wear better clothes, than 
this?! Where can | eat better food, than this?!” That was that house 
Negro. In those days he was called a house nigger. And that’s what 
we Call him today, because we stil! got some house niggers running 
around here. 


This modern house Negro—loves his master. He wants to live near 
him. He’ll pay three times as much as the house is worth just to live 
near his master. And then brag about, “I’m the only Negro out here! 
I’m the only one on my job! I’m the only one in this school!” You’re 
nothing but a house Negro! 


And if someone come to you right now and say, “Let’s separate,” 
you’ll say the same thing that the house Negro said on the 
plantation. “Whatchu mean separate?! From America?! This good 
white man?! Where you gonna get a better job than you get 
here?!” | mean, this is what you say! “I ain’t left nothing in Africa!” 
That’s what you say! Why you left your mind in Africa! 


On that same plantation, there was the field Negro. The field Negro, 
those were the masses. There was always more Negroes in the field 
than there was Negroes in the house. The Negro in the field caught 
hell. He ate leftovers. In the house they ate high up on the hog. 
The Negro in the field didn’t get nothing but what was left of the 
insides of the hog. They call them chitlins [chitterlings] nowadays. In 
those days they called them what they were: guts. That’s what you 
were, a gut eater. And some of you all stil/ gut eaters. 


The field Negro was beaten, from morning ‘til night. He lived ina 
shack; in a hut. He wore caste-off clothes. And he hated his master. 
| say he hated his master. He was intelligent. That house Negro 
loved his master. But that field Negro, REMEMBER: They were in the 
majority. And they hated their master. When the house caught on 
fire, he didn’t try to put it out. That field Negro prayed for a wind; 
for a breeze. When the master got sick, the field Negro prayed that 
he died. If someone come to the field Negro and say, “Let’s 
separate, let’s run,” He didn’t say, “Where we going?” He’d say, 
“Any place is better than here!” You got field Negroes in America 


today. I’m a field Negro.” 


49 Erom a public speech delivered by El-Hajj Malik El-Shabaaz, aka, Malcolm X, 
entitled, Message to the Grass Roots. |It was delivered on November 10, 1963, 
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independently. | can’t stand going along with the crowd. | can't 

stand the very idea of becoming an inhabitant of an echo chamber. 
| liken the mentality that accepts going along with crowds as equivalent to 
that 2"4-grade child mentality that creates the typical, childish drama you'd 
see on the playground. 


B y now the reader, | hope, would have seen that | try to think 


Two kids stand together and start pointing at another kid’s shoes, 
snickering, laughing, and whispering to each other to mock that kid to see 
if they can make him cry, or react in some manner. Then a third kid joins 
those two kids, and he starts joining that almost brutal attempt to 
psychologically wear the victim down. This is America today, I’m sorry to 
say, in my opinion, and I’m talking about the adults. Don’t agree? Spend 
a month on Facebook or Twitter. | ended up deleting my Facebook 
account. | already passed 2" grade. 


To re-emphasize: | am not against Reparations for Black people. | do not 
expect anyone to agree with my position. | respect the position of PRAs. 
| respect the position of ARAs also. My position, to state it clearly yet 
again, is this: / do not want Reparations. This and the following chapters 
will offer an elaboration that will take the form of what could be called my 
biography, a biography that will speak to my experiences in life, from 
childhood to adulthood—experiences that combined to shape how | feel 
about Reparations. 


The first reason that | am against Reparations for myself is simply pride. 
False pride? Whatever. If the argument is that Reparations is ‘owed’ to 
me from the United States government, I’m sorry, but the idea still rubs up 
against my pride. My father, who had been a bartender, an undefeated 
boxer, an architect student, and enjoyed a long, successful career as a 


at the Northern Negro Grass Roots Leadership Conference, which was held at 
King Solomon Baptist Church in Detroit, Michigan. 
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fully professional, expert carpenter and a full member of the Chicago 
Carpenter’s Union, set the tone for the Chism family by his example. 

He was a strong man, and I'll talk more about him, and his influence on 
me, in a later chapter. He would kiss me on the cheek, every night, after | 
crawled into bed. | can still, to this day, feel his hairy mustache on my 
face. Pre-1960s, it was anathema for a man—any man—to complain 
about anything. Men were taught to “suck it up.” Maybe that wasn’t totally 
healthy, but that’s what he did. That’s what | grew up seeing. 


But | would catch him, sometimes, when he couldn’t see me, sitting and 
rubbing his forehead, thinking. Somehow, | knew that he was worrying 
about my brother and I—how, or if we would make it in life. Later, when | 
was grown, he confessed to both my brother and | how worried he'd been 
about us. It was fully an unnecessary worry. Because his example alone 
was enough to assure our success in life. 


The other thing that tortured his mind, a torture he suffered quietly, was 
the loss of our mother, when | was six years old, through divorce. He 
loved her deeply. Divorce back then was much, much rarer than it is 
today—almost unheard of, at least in the Black community. 


| remember when | was standing in front of his casket, after he passed, 
looking down at his face. Someone walked up and stood to my right, 
about a step behind me. | did not know who he was, but he obviously 
knew my dad and me. He said, “Naa! Nate didn’t die of cancer. Nate 
died of heartbreak. He loved your mamma, boy, so much,” and then he 
walked away. 


My dad is gone—passed away. He lived his life successfully because he 
was never anyone’s slave; he was never anyone’s victim. He was born 
free. He lived free. And he died free. Because, he was mentally free, 
and he demonstrated being mentally free all his life. He was a living 
example of what Funkmaster George Clinton said in one of his songs: 
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“Free your mind and your ass will follow.” 


When | was a Black nationalist (1968 to 1975), it was popular back then to 
adopt an African name. The idea was to get rid of your “slave name.” | 
arbitrarily chose the name, Abu Mwezi Amwana, from some African name 
book. Most people did not legally change their names. They just used the 
African name around other Black nationalists. 


In 1975, | formally accepted Islam. In 1976, | legally changed my name to 
Abu Salahuddin. | kept that name for about 30 years, from 1976 to 
around 2006, as | recall. One day, | was looking at family pictures in a 
picture album. And | came across my dad’s picture—the one you'll see in 
the chapter about him, later, in which he’s standing proudly and strongly 
with his United States Navy sailor's uniform on. 


| just kept staring and staring and staring. And then it hit me: My dad was 
never anybody’s slave. The Chisms who enslaved my ancestors were in 
the rotten community of heartless, soul-less slavers who had no 
conscience; no integrity; no humanity; no morals; no religion; no 
Spirituality; no god. The name of Chism, then, stood for filth. Even when 
they were in Ireland (I have a book on the Chisms of Ireland), they were 
awful people and even fought each other. 


My dad brought HONOR to a name that had been historically 
dishonorable. The Chism name is honorable. My grandma was 
honorable. My big brother is honorable (Well....he still hasn't paid me my 
REPARATIONS for that 10-cent bottle of pop he stole from me). | brought 
honor to the Chism name by helping many people, which you will read 
about later, especially a “woman of the night” who, after nine months of 
effort on my part, was influenced by me to leave “The Game,” or “The Life” 
as pimp’n and ho’n*® are called. Marcus raised up two off the streets of 
Detroit. My son, similarly, with a Native American alcoholic woman. 


50 pimping and prostitution 
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After staring for a long time at my dad’s picture, and finally knowing that 
my name was honorable, | changed my name back, legally, to my birth 
name. My dad had always disliked my changing my name, though he 
never fussed hard about it. Unfortunately, he did not live long enough to 
see me change my name back. But he’s up there, now, and he knows. 


And if any Muslims criticize my changing my name back to what you 
would call my “Christian” name or my “Kafir’5' name, let me tell you 
another reason, though a minor one, that | changed my name back: 
Turning on the 6:00 o’clock p.m. news, every now and then, and seeing a 
Black brother named Muhammad Ahmad, in handcuffs, being placed in 
the back of a squad car by a cop, because he shot somebody to death. 
Then, a month later, Sulaiman Rashid, another Black man, stabbed 
somebody 942 times for stealing his last stick of chewing gum (made, 
incidentally, from pork®2). Changing my name did not mean becoming 
Christian. | am Muslim. Nota saint, but Muslim. 


The name is what's printed on your soul. My daddy is who gave me my 
name, which means, by definition, that my name came from an honorable 
man, and is now an honorable name . How many Muslims kill each other 
in sectarian rivalries over in Pakistan? Don’t get me started! The only 
thing | regret about changing my name back to my birth name is that | 
didn’t change it back earlier so that my dad could know that | did. 


Regarding both my parents, they instilled powerful principles in me that 
helped me to knock down many barriers in life, most all of which were 
barriers that existed within myself. Those principles helped me to conquer 
life, not be a victim in life. What form of Reparations could possibly match 
the treasure of two parents who produced two boys who conquered in this 
life, and their grandchildren who did the same? | need no Reparations. | 


51 Disbeliever. 

52 Stearic acid, which is an ingredient in many chewing gums, is made from 
animal fats, mostly from a pig’s stomach. If you’re a Muslim chewing chewing 
gum, then you’re a gut chewer—a PIG gut chewer. (Astagfirullah!!) 
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can’t even stand the idea that thinking about Reparations might cause a 
mental dependency within some Black folks. | never had monetary 
wealth. But monetary wealth is not the sole measure of success, nor the 
most important one. 


Now to another objection | have to Reparations for myself. My other 
objection about Reparations is that the extension of Reparations to me 
would be akin to telling me that I’m a victim. | am not anybody’s victim, as 
subsequent chapters, in which | speak about my life, will demonstrate. 
Again: I'm speaking about myself and how / feel, and perhaps how others 
feel. 


It should be crystal clear, after having read my book up to this point, that 
the case for Reparations appears legitimate. I’m just not going to jump 
up and down hollering for it, because / don’t want it. 


I’m very suspicious of Reparations now being controlled by the 
Democratic Party. | know | said that before, but that’s how suspicious | 
am. Unfortunately, human beings are human beings, and we have proven 
to be quite capable of becoming corrupted, as well as enjoying it. 


| fear that our people are being taught to be perpetual victims. It’s a big 
subject, in my view, one that would have to be examined by those much 
more competent than myself. But my gut is very suspicious. 


In the subsequent chapters of this book, | will prove that the ethos of pre- 
1960s black America did not accommodate victimhood. It was a tough- 
love, no-excuses-accepted vibe that produced hospitals (in Chicago, on 
the south side alone, Ida Mae Scott Hospital, Provident Hospital), mini- 
supermarkets, banks, doctors’ offices, dental offices, insurance 
companies, cab companies (Jitneys, they were called), etc., all black- 
owned. In the 1940s, there existed a chain of theaters, all over the 
country, black-owned and operated, and this during a heavy form of 
racism in the country. 


124 Uncle Tom’s Uncle 


When | read the words of Malcolm’s field Negro/House Negro analogy, 
what automatically comes to my mind is freedom, the concept of freedom, 
and where freedom is “located.” I’ve been free all of my life. Perhaps I’ve 
been a “victim” (Thank God!!) of my mom’s and my dad’s existence as 
free Black people. 


As for myself, although | didn’t know it at the time, | left the plantation in 
the 7 grade, when | was day-dreaming in class, at Corpus Christi 
Grammar School, looking out of the window at a life-sized statue of “The 
Blessed Virgin Mary” that stood in a beautiful bed of flowers, as | recall. 
Suddenly, the words, “Something is missing,” came into my mind. Later in 
life, | learned that what was missing was a form of consciousness that 
developed that did not countenance waiting. That’s a bit of a hint. 


| don’t need Reparations. | don’t need Reparations. And | don’t want 
Reparations. Because any Reparations due me were given to me, 
primarily, by my mom and dad. Their strength and their example gave me 
all that | need in life, mentally, physically, spiritually. Would a billion-trillion 
dollars match what my mom and dad gave me? 


There aren't enough treasures in the universe that could match, in value, 
what my mom and dad gave to me. |’ve always had much building to do. 
And building is the legacy that was handed down to me from my mother, 
my father, and the pre-1960s black community. I’m free. I’m a field 
Negro. 


Oh no you won't! 





Mamma of The Hood 


still in a walker. My family—my dad, mom, big brother and I—lived 

at 5138 S. Indiana, on the south side of Chicago. It was a time 
when the south side of Chicago was dominated by tough-love parents, as 
well as tough-love relatives and neighbors, all of whom, just by virtue of 
the unwritten rules of Black culture at that time, had the right and the duty 
to “whup your Black ass” if you’d been “act’n up.” 


ys first memory and impression | have of my mom was when | was 


If your parents weren't home, Aunt Gladys (who was nobody’s aunt) could 
beat your ass for doing something ‘wrong, ’ tell your dad when he got back 
home from work, and then you’d get your ass beat again by dad. This 
was Called discipline, not abuse. Two-parent families were the norm. 
Divorce was virtually unheard of. It was a working-class neighborhood 
where you'd never see a single cigarette butt or gum wrapper on the 
sidewalk, because that just wasn’t happening. The streets were clean. 
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There was no gang violence, no gangs—at least not in our neighborhood. 
If a “bad boy,” or a “gang” member did mess with you, the most he’d do is 
punch you on the shoulder and demand a nickel. | remember, once, when 
| was like 11 years old, | was standing with some friends and some dudes 
| didn’t know, a couple of blocks away from the crib. A police squad car 
pulled up. “Ronnie,” the cop on the driver's side called to me. | turned to 
look. He motioned me to come. | walked over and he pointed to the back 
seat. | got in. Mind you, | was probably the number one “good boy” for 
miles around. 


He drove me to the crib, got out of the car, opened my door, walked with 
me to the steps, walked up the steps of our apartment, and rang the bell. 
My dad answered. | was scared to death. The officer said, “Hey, Nate. 
Ronnie was a couple blocks down standing with some boys. And it’s 
about 3:00 now. And | know that he wouldn't want to miss Leave it to 
Beaver.53” | looked up at the cop and he had a slight grin on his face. 
Dad said, “Thanks Jessie. GET your ass inside, boy!!” 


| hadn’t done anything wrong, except, as | found out later, a couple of the 
dudes standing around in that crowd were “bad boys.” My dad never 
spanked me. He’d just bust you upside the head if you’d done wrong, and 
he only did that to me once in my life. When | got grown he said that that 
bothered him for a long time. 


Anyway, what that cop had done was normal back in the day. Legal? 
That wasn’t even the point. The cops were part of the community. They 
were not our enemies who were driving around hoping to shoot the sh*t 
out of us or f*ck with us for no reason. Back in the day, the community 
was more like a family, including the cops. So, there just wasn’t gonna be 
no sh*t going down in the neighborhood. And your parents, your relatives, 
your neighbors, store owners, and the cops were going to make sure of 


53 Popular 1950s TV family and comedy show. 
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that. We were all a family. It saddens me, today, that the south side of 
Chicago has earned the dubious distinction of being a “murder capital.” 


Anyway, back to my mom. Back then, men worked, women stayed at 
home. That was almost the law. | remember seeing my mom in the 
kitchen. Back then if a family had little toddlers to watch, the mother could 
watch the kids over a door that had the top half cut out. That door 
separated the kitchen from the dining room. | clearly remember being in 
my walker, pushing it around with my feet. My mom, while cutting string 
beans and preparing dinner, would look at me from the kitchen, with this 
angelic smile, and say, “Hi, baby!” 


And | remember how her smile created the smile inside of me that 
saturated every particle of my being. | can now describe it as love and 
security—like a mellowness. Allis in place. All is well. I’m safe. As you'll 
see later, | would be just as safe with my mom at age 10, when she 
openly, and dangerously defied that unwritten societal rule, back then, 
about Black folks being “in our place” vis-a-vis White folks. Well, she 
perceived no danger, and she respected no “place” and no person, 
although | would be scared to death at her out-of-placeness that day in 
1960. 


The next impression of my mom occurred when | was maybe four or five 
years old, | can’t remember exactly. In summertime, Black folks would 
spend time over at the beach. Entire families would sometimes actually 
spend the night at the beach, with no worries of waking up dead. 


What | remember was my mom’s liveliness and awesome physical 
strength. She and my dad would take me out into the lake waters. They 
would be waist deep, tossing me back and forth to each other between 
them. I'd laugh and laugh and laugh! I'd think, “I got the strongest 
mommy and daddy in the world!” 
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Another impression | had of my mom was formed when | was five years 
old. My mom was in the dining room, ironing. Dad was at work. | was 
playing with a toy. Suddenly, | heard a commotion outside. | ran to the 
living room to look out of the window to see what was going on. Marcus 
was getting his ass kicked in a fist fight. He was 13 years old. 

| ran to my mom: “Mommy, mommy, somebody hurt’n Marcus!” She 
calmly set the iron down, and just as calmly walked to the front door. 
Back then, it was popular to have a diamond-shaped glass cut-out 
embedded in the door, so you could see who was ringing your bell. | was 
walking behind her, happy that she would go outside and stop the fight, to 
save Marcus. 


When she got to the front door, she just stood there, watching the fight, 
through the diamond-shaped cut-out window, with her arms crossed over 
her midsection. “Mommy, open the door!!” She would not. | ran back to 
the living room window to continue watching the fight, and Marcus was still 
getting his ass whupped. | ran back and tried again to get mom to open 
the door. She just stood there, blank-faced, watching the fight. 


| ran back to the living room again. This time, Marcus was running up the 
steps to get away from his opponent. | was happy. | ran back to the front 
door to wait for mom to open the door so that Marcus would be safe. She 
opened the door, alright. And that’s all she did. 


After she opened the door, she stood there, and calmly said the following 
to Marcus: “Here are your choices: You can go back downstairs and win. 
Or you can come inside and fight me.” Back in the 1950s, | don’t think 
anyone had ever heard of the nano-second. Lemme tell you, Marcus 
turned back around in a nano-second, ran back downstairs, and 
commenced to fighting again. 


My mamma had fought every man in the Chism family, physically, 
including my undefeated boxer dad. When we got grown, dad would say, 
“| could have knocked her ass out. It could be the hardest thing in the 
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world to keep that woman off me. I'd easily block her sh*t. But she never 
stopped, and I’d be using up so much energy trying to not hurt her that I’d 
be wishing | was in the ring with a professional!!” She’d not given Marcus 
any real choice. 


| ran back to the living room window to watch the fight again. Whoa! In 
short order, Marcus had turned that fight around, and his opponent ended 
up running away. | turned around to run to the front door to be with mom 
when she let Marcus in. But when | turned around, | saw her walking, 
nonchalantly, past the living room door, down the hallway, to go back 
ironing. | ran to the door and let Marcus in. 


When he entered, he shouted, “MAMMA, MAMMA, | WON!!! | BEAT 
HIM!!!” Mom was ironing, and calmly said, “Good,” her voice slightly 
raising at the end. Marcus, of course, was happy—and relieved, because 
had he lost, the ass-kicking might probably have continued, but coming 
from her. 


Incidentally, do not think that this was unusual. On the last gig | had 
before | retired, | befriended an Irish guy who was my exact age, Tim 
Moore. We used to go to the pancake house, sometimes, to have lunch, 
and talk about “back in the day.” It was fascinating how similar it was, in 
Chicago, back in the day, no matter the ethnic neighborhood. He said that 
lrish moms back then were the same as Black moms. One of the rights of 
passage, back then, was fist-fighting. Barbaric, hey? 


Maybe not. Chicago was a rough place back then, and | don’t mean 
gang-wise. It’s always been a tough place. My brother just finished 
writing his autobiography, and it’s titled, Heaven too soon. | hope he gets 
a publisher. Here is how he describes one of his escapades as a 
teenager: 


| started telling Bill Taylor about how we used to hop the Englewood 
“A’ train at 51st Street and ride over west on summer nights, get off at 
Halstead Street and head west toward Ashland Avenue to go 


130 Uncle Tom’s Uncle 


“Hunkie Huntin.” Three or four of us would catch a group of Polaks™4 
or Jew boys and whip their asses and take their money. If we ran into 
some Dago® boys, they'd give us a good fight. You had to knock 
them suckers out! Spicks®® would cut you. You didn’t start no sh*t in 
Chinatown: Chinks*” knew that Karate and sh*t. The punk assed 
Micks®8 would go for bad, then end up calling their big brothers — the 
f*ckin cops! 


After we'd do our damage and have our fun, all we had to do was 
make it back to the Halstead Street Elevated Station. White boys — 
alone or in groups — knew better than to get caught east of there on a 
summer night. Just like Niggers knew better than to be caught after 
dark in Cicero, Illinois — a little Mississippi in the heart of the 
southwest side of Chicago. Every little ethnic neighborhood was an 
enclave dominated and ruled by whatever racial group was the 
majority in that hood. 


You grew up knowing which borders and territories belonged to 
whom. Each neighborhood was its own racial battle zone. And when 
you grew up Black in Chi Town, you grew up breaching barriers. 
Fighting for your piece of the city — taking it from those who wanted 
to keep you out — was, of necessity, second nature to urban Chicago 
Black life. Black males born and reared on the south side of Chicago 
didn’t have a reputation for knowing their “place!”36 


At five years old, the word “damn” was certainly not in my vocabulary. 
But, when | watched my mother so coldly “congratulate” Marcus with, 
“Good,” | now realize that what | was feeling was what you feel when you 
see some inexplicable, out-of-place, astonishingly cold sh*t, and you go, 
“Damn!” But this was Chicago. 


54 Polish 

55 Italian 

56 Hispanics 
57 Chinese 
38 Irish 
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Nelson Algren had said, “Loving Chicago is 
like loving a woman with a broken nose.” It 
could be a very ugly place. In Chicago, if you 
weren't tough, you could end up with either a 
literal broken nose, a broken spirit, or both. 
And any Chicago mother, of any Chicago 
ethnic neighborhood knew that. But it was 
like you “know” your arm. It wasn’t something 





Nelson Algren ; : . 
Courtesy YouTube screenshot YOU had to think about. It was just there, like 


the air, or like that big-ass cottonwood tree in 
front of the crib. And mom knew. 


The next impression | have of mom was the unfortunate beginnings of 
mom and dad’s breakup. Physical fighting, up and down the hallway, 
went on often. | remember waking Marcus up, many times, “Marcus, 
Marcus, they fight’n again!” He’d get up and try to get between them. It 
would pretty much be to no avail, although sometimes, for our sake, they'd 
stop fighting. 


When we became adults, Marcus, in recalling those days, would 
sometimes say, “Back then, | felt like / was the parent, raising two 
children.” | believe that no child ever accepts the divorce of their parents. 
Even when | was grown, | kept hoping that they would get back together. 
| gave up hope when my dad died. 


But | picture them, in heaven, dancing the Jitter Bug, the Lindy Hop, and 
all the dances of the 1940s Swing era, when Bob Hope and Dorothy 
Lamour entertained the troops as they Jitter-Bugged across Europe, 
kicking Hitler's goose step’n, highly drugged Nazi, Wehrmacht soldiers 
asses, Chicago men, no doubt, prominently in the forefront (as we 
Chicagoans, of course, know to be the truth). 


Even after the divorce, mom would visit sometimes. And it was always 
such a super delight, after mom had been at the crib for a while, to hear 
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dad say, “C’mon, Zel, let's hit the flo!!” She'd immediately get up and, as 
smooth, but as fast as the dancers® of the Swing era they'd be get’n 
down!! And they had all the moves, dad throwing her up in the air, over 
his shoulders, between his legs. It just was too cool. 


A few years ago, | wrote my brother an email. | was 67 years old, both 
parents deceased, but still unable to accept the divorce. | kept feeling that 
something was being hidden from me—some reason that | didn’t know 
about that caused mom and dad to divorce. So, | asked Marcus, “Look, 
brother-brother, I’m grown now. If there’s something about mom and dad 
that has been kept from me about why they divorced, you tell me.” He 
wrote back, “When they got married, dad was 18. Mom was 17. That’s 
what happened.” Obviously, he was saying that they got married much 
too young. But they’re still dancing. And they re-married. I’m sure of it. 


Ring it up!! 


The next impression of my mother was fashioned during Christmas week 
of 1960. | was 10 years old. Mom came by to take me to Marshall Field’s 
department store, downtown, where was featured this awesome, 
humongous Christmas tree. But first she wanted to stop at Krochs and 
Brentanno’s bookstore to purchase some books she wanted. 


She found the books, and we walked to the cashier's station at a check- 
out counter. The woman in front of us was White, and her bags were 
being checked out by the cashier. There was a woman behind us, who 
was also White. And the cashier was White. 


After the woman in front of us was fully checked out and left, the cashier 
attempted to walk past my mom to wait on the White woman that was 
standing behind us, as if we didn’t exist. Yeah, back then that was quite 
common. You were not considered equal to Whites, back then, and were 


5? Original Internet source; (Archive file) 
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of low or no priority. One would think that a cashier would be 
embarrassed or feel shame inside of her, but no. No shame. That was 
business as usual—but not with my mom. 


The cashier got no more than one foot past my mom, when mom grabbed 
her by the collar, yanked that cashier back in front of her, and said, “Oh no 
you won'tl!!”, then shouted, 


“Ring it up!!” 


The cashier’s face betrayed absolute terror, her mouth was wide open, 
and she was visibly shaking. | noticed her eyes quickly jerked over 
towards the left, and | looked behind me to see what she was looking at: a 
big, White, muscular, male security guard—uniform, badge, Billy-club, gun 
and all. | was certain we were going to jail. You did not grab a White 
person, in public, in the 1950s—unless you were Azelma Dolores Chism, 
obviously, born and raised in Chicago—south side. 


But that big White security guard gradually and smoothly did a 180, 
turning his back to the whole scene, as the cashier was ringing it up while 
shaking in terror. | sometimes think that the guard must have been 
thinking, “If that nigger’s that crazy, | want no part of her!” The cashier 
rang it up, packed my mom’s bags, and we left Kroch’s—and with nobody 
behind us. (Yeah, | kept looking). 


We were now on our way to see the big Christmas tree, which I’d always 
loved to do, every year at Marshall Fields. But this time, | just wanted to 
go home, worried that somebody at Fields—maybe Santa Claus—would 
piss off my mom. If she had no fear of an undefeated boxer husband, or a 
big ass, gun-toting White security guard, Santa Claus didn’t have a 
chance. She'd whup him back to the North Pole, if he pissed her off. 
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But, when we walked into Fields, it was like Jekyll and Hyde. That same 
woman, my mom, who had grabbed a White woman by the collar and 
yanked her to her duty, was now in the Christmas spirit, smiling, eyes 
sparkling and surveying the women’s clothing, jewelry, and walking us to 
that big Christmas tree. 


She said to me, “Wanna see Santa?!” No. But! didn’t say that. 


By the way, there were no Black Santas back then. So, it wasn’t a racial 
thing—not really—that caused mom to grab that White woman at Krochs. 
It was a jerk thing. The woman was a jerk, following some racist cultural 

habit robotically. 


Okay, it was a racial thing, but it was more a jerk thing than racial, | 
believe. ‘Cause mom was highly courteous to anyone, regardless of race. 
That's how we were taught. She had no hatred in her heart for anyone— 
except jerks. When it came to jerks, mom was equal opportunity, as that 
cashier discovered. 


Why, | don’t know. But mom’s words, “Oh no you won’t’ to that cashier 
stuck in my mind and, in time, its meaning became, “Never wait until some 
problem happens. Get a jump on it in advance.” It was an unplanned, 
unpredictable lesson about life. You sometimes hear a Black woman 
these days, when she’s pissed about something someone did, say, “Oh 
no you didn't!” My mom never waited until didn’t. “Oh no you won’t!! 


’'m spending a lot of time in this section about my mom. She had a 
profound effect on my life, even though she was “not there” to raise us, 
since my dad had gotten custody of us. But the awesome power of a 
mother can be beyond comprehension. Who can replace a mom? 
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It was my mom who insisted, to my dad, that my brother and | attend 
Catholic school. As Marcus says in Heaven Too Soon, 


“My daddy didn’t like it. He said he didn’t appreciate working his 
black ass off to pay for me to go to no school and call some white 
man ‘Father.” 


| suppose that dad wanted to save his energy for the boxing ring. So he 
agreed with mom, and sent us to Corpus Christi Grammar School. Later, 
of course long after the divorce, my dad decided to keep me in the 
Catholic school system, so he sent me to Hales Franciscan High School, 
both in Chicago. 


Back then, there was this belief, or assumption, that Catholic schools in 
Chicago provided a better education for students than public schools. 
Well...maybe. But I’m not so sure about that. 


Indeed, Dan Holder, former Assistant Principal at Farragut Career 
Academy, identified 340 notable alumni across 45 Chicago Public 
Neighborhood high schools, including Mayor Harold Washington, actress 
Kim Novak, Pat Sajak (“Wheel of Fortune”), 5 Nobel Prize winners, 13 
Olympians, Pulitzer Prize winner Gwendolyn Brooks, aviation pioneer and 
author, Amelia Earhart, Minnie Ripperton, Sam Cooke, Nat King Cole (one 
of my dad’s best friends), famed crime fighter, Eliot Ness and others— 
Black and White graduates of Chicago public schools who had gone on to 
notable success in life.37 


| did poorly at Hales. | think it was my junior year, I’m not sure, when my 
counsellor, Fr. Barry Schnider, sat me down and said, “You didn’t do well 
here. You did poorly. To be honest with you, you have once chance left: 
typing class.” Back then, typing was big stuff, if you could type well. Fr. 
Barry had told me that, if! couldn’t get any other job, | could always get a 
job typing. That was not exactly true, as | found out. If you typed a 
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normal speed, forget it if you were a male, and especially if you were a 
Black male, unless your typing speed was off the charts. Then they'd hire 
you. Otherwise, typing was the domain of women—especially beautiful 
women. No male executive then would want some hard leg (no matter the 
race) sitting in his office typing or taking shorthand. 


But | was doing poorly in typing class. One day, | went to visit my mom. | 
was about a quarter way through the typing class. She asked, “How’s 
school?” | said, “It’s bad. | can’t get this typing. I’m too slow.” She 
said—and almost matter-of-factly—"Don’t worry about that. You come 
and stay with me on weekends. I’m gonna get you through it—with flying 
colors,” and she smiled. | was too frustrated and disheartened to believe 
her. But | was desperate, so | visited her each weekend. 


She had one of those old, manual typewriters that looked as if it had been 
manufactured in 571 BC. There were no ‘keyboards’ back then. Anyway, 
she would be training me on one of those old, black typewriters that, if it 
fell on your foot, you were going to the hospital, absolutely no doubt about 
that whatsoever, for major surgery. 


Strange how life goes. Her typewriter was in her dining room. There was 
no wall between the dining room and the kitchen. I'd be in the dining room 
practicing typing. She'd be in the kitchen cooking—yust like when | was a 
toddler, in my walker. She’d say, calmly, “How’s it going?” I'd look at her 
and she'd be smiling. Most of the time I’d be close to whimpering. She’d 
go, “Don’t worry. You just watch. I’m gonna get you there.” 


Amom knows. With my brother, it would have been the exact opposite. 
She'd have kicked his ass. | was the softer one, aside from my very 
sporadic (thank God!) ‘anger management issue that mirrored the 
Mamma Cheese, as the family called her, in me. Dad was called Daddy 
Cheese. She was different with me than with Marcus. 
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| kept visiting her, at 7921 S. Vernon, in her basement apartment. It was 
cool, because, back then, Holy Mass in Catholic Churches were 
conducted the exact same way at every Church, in Latin. So, rather than 
take the long bus ride to my Church, Corpus Christi, at 49" & South Park 
Street (now called King Drive), on Sundays, | could walk just a few blocks 
from my mom’s to St. Dorothy’s Church and “celebrate,” as it was called, 
Holy Mass. One year later, I’d become an atheist. 


The semester was coming to an end—and so 
had my fears. My mom had done the job. 
One day, in typing class, | raised my hand 
and Mr. Jurgens, the instructor, recognized 
me. | said, “At the end of this semester, we 
will have a typing race. | will win. You will 
lose.” The boys [It was an all-boy’s school] in 
the class went, “Dooooooom!!!”: Mr. Jurgens 
was cool. He smiled and said, “Okay! It’s 
ON!!” The semester ended, and we raced. | 
typed 120 words per minute, twice as much 
as would be required at employment agencies 
decades later. Mr. Glenn Jurgens 


Courtesy my Yearbook 





At the time, the minimum requirement was 45 

wom. Decades later it jumped to 60 wpm. Not only had my mom 
prepared me for the job world of decades later, but she had doubled- 
prepared me!! | beat Mr. Jurgens in speed, although he won the overall 
race because he had fewer mistakes. But, in time, my errors went down 
to only ten at most, typing 120 wpm, and then even lower to zero 
mistakes. 


Back in the day, every Black parent would tell their children, “You gotta be 
twice as good as the White man in this world!” to get a job. It seemed a 
most unfair reality. But, by the Grace of God for His giving me the mom 
that | had, decades later that reality would pay off. 
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It was some years a that my mom let me in on the secret of both her 
typing abilities, as well as her 
masterful typing instruction abilities. 
Mom had been a direct pupil of a 
Black man: the famous Cortez 
Peters Jr., the fastest typist in the 
world. She took me down to his 
school, Cortez Peters Business 
College of Chicago, where she had 
studied, and introduced me to him. 
Cortez Peters Jr.. She had studied typing and 
Courtesy collections.digitalmaryland.org business directly under him. 





Peters had won twelve international typing contests in his life. He set an 
incredible world record typing speed of 225 wpm without a single mistake. 
This will give you an idea of how phenomenal that is: The speed of 225 
wpm is the last speed one must pass on a stenography machine to pass a 
state board shorthand reporter (Court Reporter) exam. On a stenography 
machine you type phonetically, key combinations representing sounds. 


For example, on a stenography machine, you can type the word 
‘dictionary’ in only two strokes using both hands: Diction - ary. Here’s 
how that looks in steno: 

TK*EUBGS — AER 


TK*EUBGS is the first stroke and represents “diction.” AER is the second 
stroke and represents “ary.” 
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To type the word dictionary on 

a typewriter takes ten strokes. 4 GO AGGOUE 
That's one stroke, of course, ee 
for each letter, which is five 
times as many strokes as is 
needed to type that same word 
on a stenography machine. 
Peters was absolutely out of Steno machine 

this world!!! The top recorded Courtesy nnrc.com 

finger speed Peters had attained was 297 words per minute, obviously 
with some errors. 





Cortez’s father had been the world champion speed typist before him. 
Father and son, together, developed special keyboarding methods and 
techniques, and those techniques became the foundation of modern 
typing instruction globally. Cortez studied business administration at 
Howard University. His father opened Cortez Peters Business Schools in 
Washington, D.C., Baltimore, and Chicago. 


I’ve had all kinds of work in this life—everything from shoveling elephant 
sh*t at Ringling Brothers Barnum & Bailey Circus (And, yeah, it stinks!!), to 
self-taught Database Manager, for seven years, at Sherwood 
Conservatory of Music, to independent businessman working out of my 
own home. It’s one of those, “You name it, I’ve done it” kind of things. 


It was par for the course for typists, word processors, secretaries, etc., to 
register with temporary (temp) agencies. You'd register with more than 
one so you could assure keeping busy. You'd sit at home, cooling out, 
waiting for a call from one of the agencies who would check to see if you 
were available. Jobs could last from a few hours to a few months. It 
would end up providing fulltime earnings. 


Well, | was registered at about five temp agencies, and decided to register 
at a sixth—Loftus & O’Meara, on Superior Street, off “The Magnificent 
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Mile,” i.e., just east of Michigan Avenue. | walked in and took the typing 
test, and then sat in a waiting area. | saw the young, White female clerk 
that had tested me take my scores over to the person who, | found out 
later, was a manager. 


When she placed my scores down, he didn’t look at them. He barked, 
“Who?!” He sounded annoyed. She pointed over to me. When he saw 
me, he actually twisted his face up visibly, as if he had just drunk pure 
lemon juice, and said, “I'll see that man later!” The young woman looked 
at me, obviously very embarrassed. Surprisingly, and to her credit, she 
picked up the sheet that had my scores, slammed it on his desk, and said, 
“LOOK!!! YOU LOOK!” He was a bit visibly shaken. 


He looked at my scores, then his head shot up and he looked at me. He 
walked over to me, rapidly, stuck his hand out, and said, “Glad to meet 
you, Mr. Salahuddin!!” No non-Muslim had ever pronounced my name 
right. He did! No doubt because he saw dollar signs. | had tested at 120 
wpm—twice as much as the minimum 60 wpm required at that time—with 
no mistakes. 


He stood me up, hugged me around my shoulder, and said, “C’mon to my 
Office!” While walking, he looked back at his secretary and said, “Cher! 
Get this man some coffee and doughnuts!” We walked inside his office, 
and | sat in front of his desk. Immediately, he starts dialing the phone. 


“Yeah, lemme talk to Pete...Pete, | got a man here who can finish that big 
job you have, and have it done in an hour! What? PAPERWORK??!! 
F*CK the paperwork, he can come back and do that after he finishes your 
job!” He gave me the address to go to and, yes, | completed the job 
before the lapse of an hour. That's my mom!!! A mom is invaluable! 


| was happy to have work. But it would always piss me off that you had to 
be “twice as good as the White man,” and | would think about how many 
Black typists who had not reached a high level, but who qualified at the 
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required level, had probably been rejected by an agency. But that’s how it 
was. 


Temp was cool for me, too, because at all the temp agencies that | 
worked for, they had to pay me top dollar. They would pay you by your 
speed and accuracy. When PCs came, it really became a joy, because 
you no longer had to use those little white strips that you stick in the 
typewriter to type over a mistake you’d made. You just cursor to the 
mistake, back space or delete it, and type the correct letter. 


| have another experience I'd like to share. This one has to do with the 
fact that taking a gamble can pay off. I'd been out of work and was on my 
last $2.00 pocket money. I'd “inherited,” from pre-1960s Black culture, a 
“f*ck it” attitude when low on the dough. I'd been out, almost all day, 
looking for work. Finally, | thought, “F*ck it! I’m going to the show.” | was 
gonna spend my last $2.00 of pocket dough to take in a movie. After the 
movie, | would walk back from downtown Chicago to my crib at 63" & 
Oakley, a distance of 11 miles. 


| placed that $2.00 in the widow of the ticket agent, but something inside 
of me [God?] said, “Check out Secretaries, Inc,” which was a temp agency 
| was registered with but hadn’t checked out yet that day. | snatched my 2 
bucks back from the ticket agent, and walked over to Secretaries, Inc. 


When | got there, four agents were standing in this huge room talking. 
One of them noticed me come in and said, “Hey, there’s Abu!!” They all 
walked up to me and one said, “Can you start a three-day job tomorrow?” 
| go, “Sure!” She asked, “Do you know Word Perfect?” It was one of the 
first word processing software packages. | lied and said, “Sure!” | didn’t 
know doodly squat about Word Perfect. I'd learned a word processing 
package that was designed specifically for a law firm I'd once worked for, 
but | didn’t know Word Perfect. | was only a typist at that time. It seemed 
So stupid to lie about something like that, but, insanely, | thought that | 
could just “wing it” when | got there. Wing it?! 
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The three-day job was at Sherwood Conservatory of Music, and | went 
there the next day. At that time, it was located at 11" & Michigan Avenue, 
in downtown Chicago. The supervisor there, Susan Kincaid, welcomed 
me and told me that Sherwood had had a massive mailing to send out, but 
the previous Word Processor had royally screwed it up and been fired 
because of it. Susan said, “So, you’re a Word Processor, right?” It was 
theatre time. All business, | said, quickly, assuming a commanding voice 
and demeaner, “Yes, so what’s the issue?” 


She looked a bit startled. But | think she was relieved by my outer display 
of confidence/arrogance. She showed me a sample printout of mailing 
labels the previous Word Processor had done, all of which were done 
incorrectly, and prevented Sherwood from sending out a notice to the 
10,000 people and institutions on its mailing list. She then walked me to 
the office where the previous Word Processor had worked. | pushed 
down the butterflies. 


| said, “Ms. Kincaid, if you don’t mind, I'd like to examine—alone—what 
the previous Word Processor had done. This may take some time.” She 
said, “Sure! No problem at all!” She left, and | closed the door. | sat 
there, wondering what to do next. | purposely sat there for about an hour. 


Then, | walked to Ms. Kincaid’s office, and confidently said, “There’s good 
news and bad news. Firstly, the bad news: I’m never one to see anyone 
get fired. But it’s certainly clear to me why you fired her. It's a mess. 
Now, the good news is that | can take care of this. But there are 
conditions. | cannot be disturbed. It’s going to take a lot of focus and a lot 
of time. Secondly, I'll need to come in early and probably stay late. Is that 
possible?” 


She reached into a drawer of her desk, pulled out the keys to the building, 
and handed them to me. They were desperate. And so was I. 
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From then until noon | sat there, with the door closed, pretending that | 
was “working” and fixing the problem. One thing | did was to call around 
to find out where | could purchase a book on the Word Perfect word 
processing software package. Ironically, | found it at Kroch’s and 
Brentanno’s, the Oh no you won’t store—same store my mom had gone 
to, Chicago style, in 1960. | figured | wouldn’t have to yank a cashier to 
their duty. Those days were long gone. 


After “work” | walked down to Kroch’s and purchased the book. The next 
morning | got to Sherwood at 6:00 a.m., and | would stay until 9:00 p.m. 
learning Word Perfect. Once, Susan knocked on the door. | said, “come 
in,” and she walked in and asked, “How’s it going.” | purposely stared at 
her a moment, let out a sigh of annoyance that read, “I told you not to 
disturb me”, and turned back to the computer monitor. “We're getting 
there,” | said, without looking at her. “Well... was just...| was just 
checking...”, she said, and | interrupted and said, “It’s fine. We're getting 
there.” She never knocked again. 


The book was magnificent!! It gave step-by-step examples of most 
features, using real-life stuff you’d run into on a job. It was something like 
400 pages, maybe more. But, being able to stay there from 6:00 am to 
9:00 pm was a big blessing. As it turned out, /ying was to.®° 


By the middle of the third day—and remember, it was supposed to be a 
three-day gig—I had figured out the mistake the previous Word Processor 
had made. She had made assumptions about how the software worked. 
She'd been trying to make shortcuts in what were called “secondary files,” 
and you just can’t do that. | ran printouts of 100 labels, to make sure that 
everything was working. And it was. 


| walked over to Susan’s office, this time jubilantly: “GOT IT!!” She goes, 
“Really?!” | go, “Yep! | wasn’t really concerned,” | lied again. “Basically, it 


60 May Allah forgive me 
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was more a matter of time than anything particularly difficult to solve.” 
She was ecstatic. She raised her finger up, and said, “Just a minute.” 
She got on the phone and called someone. She said, “Yes, this is Susan 
Kincaid. We have one of your temps here, and we WANT him!!” 


| almost busted up laughing, because, for some weird reason | likened it to 
being sold from one plantation to another. The only big difference being 
that they were paying me—and good. It was very common for businesses 
to “buy” you from temp agencies, if they liked you. So, | was hired to work 
there full time, and | worked there for seven years. 


But there’s another story about taking chances. It was there at Sherwood 
that | met my wife, who | have been married to, to this day, for 31 years. 
She was a music teacher at Sherwood. So, how does one look at it? 

How would religious people look at it? I’d lied—to Secretaries, Inc; to 
Sherwood Conservatory. I'd faked it, using theatre. | gambled. Not good, 
right? You can decide the morality or immorality of that, as Ralph would 
say, for your damn-damn. 


The third blessing | had is that Sherwood’s mailing list started growing, 
and | was having an awful time processing labels on secondary files in 
WordPerfect. It was the processing within the software that was getting 
very, very slow, due to the amount of mailing labels to first process in the 
computer before printing out. 


One day, a friend asked me how work was, and | told him what was 
happening. He said, “Oh, you need a database management software 
system.” | convinced Sherwood to have that installed. This led to 
something great. There was a free non-for-profit place downtown that 
taught other non-for profits all types of software, one of which was a 
database management software system called DataEase, one of the first 
database management systems for PCs made. | learned it well, and 
applied it on my job, getting mailings out in record time. 


Oh No you won’t! 145 


At Sherwood, | also had the roll of secretary for a professional staff of five, 
as well as secretary for Sherwood’s Board of Directors. There were 
always lots of reports to type up. | was also in charge of processing bulk 
mailings. (Sounds like | was back on the plantation). Not-for-profits would 
always work you to death. Catholic institutions, for some reason, were 
good at it. But what you got in return was experience, which you could 
carry to your next temp assignments, or to the next full-time gig you got, or 
which you could apply when opening up your own business. 


It was not long, working as a database manager, that | was able, at my 
next evaluation, to demand a raise, as well as a new title officially: 
Database Manager, a much higher position, no longer Word Processor. 
’'d been working as a database manager anyway, having learned the 
software, but waited until | was certain | knew my stuff, as my dad had 
taught me, inside and out before demanding a raise and a much higher 
job title. | got them both, all thanks directly to my mom and dad. 


| am fully aware that not everybody has the same family situation, and 
often people have super traumatic experiences, early in life, with abusive 
and/or dysfunctional parents. So, | can speak only for myself. | was lucky 
that, despite my parents’ divorcing, | had had five years of good, solid 
family life—father, mother, and brother—early on, when it really counts. 
The lesson is that nothing in life is more important than the influence of a 
father and mother, and | don’t know which influence is stronger, the 
mother’s or father’s. | think the ideal is to have both. 


So, despite BLM’s (Black Lives Matter) apparent distaste for the nuclear 
family, as was once reflected at its About page at its website (though | 
think that criticism caused them to delete its attack on the nuclear family), 
and its apparent association of the nuclear family, somehow, with a 
European construct that, | suppose, we, as Black people, should reject, 
my advice to you would be to follow your ancestors, who embraced the 
nuclear family, and brought success to their descendants. The leaders of 
BLM obviously have zero connection to the strong traditions of pre-1960s 
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black America. Either that, or they got lost in the fantasy world of Marxian 
ideology. 


They have openly stated that they are Marxists.61 Marxism never had any 
place in Black culture, and it should be rejected, in my opinion, if for no 
other reason than that our people have always believed in God. 
Whether one believes or 
doesn't believe that God 
exists, it has been that 
strong faith in God that 
helped us to survive, and to 
reach a current population 
figure, despite all odds 
against us, of 42,000,000 in 
the United States. I’ve also 
seen a figure of 47,000,000. 

The author I'm 70 years old, and I’ve 
more than earned the right to speak my mind: The most appropriate place 
for Marxism is at Highgate Cemetery, London, United Kingdom, the burial 
place of Karl Marx. 





(Incidentally, and take this as incentive: At 70 years old, | did the research 
for this book myself. And | typed and formatted it myself, using Microsoft 
Word. You don’t need special, dedicated book-producing software to 
create a book, although it is definitely cool to obtain such software if you 
wish. You do not need to be “smart.” I'm not all that smart. It’s my 


61 In truth, BLM members are not Marxists. They are fascists, patterned after 
the era of fascism when the business owners and the landed elites were 
financing a populist movement for self-serving political reasons. BLM, for 
instance, has been financed by Amazon, Gatorade, Microsoft, Glossier, Airbnb, 
Unilever, Nabisco, Dropbox, Google, and others. Angry local BLM chapters 
have claimed that they received none of the $90 million collected by BLM in the 
year 2020. Street violence appears to be another sign of BLM fascist 
tendencies. BLM leaders claim to be Marxists, but they are actually fascists. 
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brother Marcus that got the smart gene. | just work very, very hard. You 
just need to have passion and a willingness to work. You just need 
desire). 


In pre-1960s Black America, we had the extended family. The extended 
family came from the nuclear family. The stability of the Black community 
back then was directly due to the nuclear family and the extension of the 
nuclear family called the Black community. 


Even when we went to the beach, sometimes, in the summer, we went as 
families. Our parents trusted the other families on the block, and that’s 
why we kids would spend the night at our friends’ homes, where we’d sit 
up and watch Shock Theatre on TV, or wrestling, or “shoot-em-ups,” as 
my dad called the TV Westerns. 


It's a new day, | suppose—an ugly new day, in my view. | can’t give any 
advice about the American family of today. Too much seems to have 
changed, and drastically. All| can tell you is what I, and thousands of 
Black folks experienced, back in the day: stable, Black, nuclear families 
that produced success for the children. 


Later, | will show you how the influence of a man who was a product of 
pre-1960s Black America impacted me to the point where, although | had 
always flunked math in grammar school and high school, | went on to 
master it in college. Well, they didn’t flunk me in elementary and high 
school, but I'd always get a D. | knew, though, that I'd flunked. 


Despite that awful past in the study of math, Chaka Ra, my Black 
nationalist leader, carried on that no-nonsense, tough-love, no-excuses 
tradition of pre-1960s Black America. His influence led a number of us on 
to success, and some of us, like Jomo, who became a medical doctor, to 
great success, even after we discarded black nationalism. 
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The other lesson is what | said before: struggle in nature. If you know that 
you're faced with what /s or what you've been fold is a racist society, then 
why oh why oh WHY would you waste your time in non-productive 
activities? Wherever | was in life, | always kept a typewriter. | always 
spent time to practice, practice, practice, so that | could face this life as it 
is, and win with the tools that | happened to have. If your condition is 
absolutely, almost totally dire, it ain’t!! Because, as long as you got heart 
and soul, you can pull yourself out of any rut, and on to success! And 
pray to God! 


If that success is as an employed security guard, it’s success! If that 
success is as a self-employed entrepreneur, it’s success!! We all deserve 
leisure time, and I’m not saying that you shouldn’t have it. Only you can 
assess your situation. But, to do that, you have to be honest with yourself. 
Be honest with yourself; work hard; and kick ass—Chicago style! !62 


Now, | would be less than honest if | didn’t mention something. It's what 
Dr. Claud Anderson, in his book, Black Labor, White Wealth, calls “The 
Myth of Hard Work.” The reader would be dead wrong if he or she thinks 
that, in explaining my life, I’m subscribing to the Black-folks-just-don’t-work 
hard-enough mantra that seeks to deny slavery, Jim Crow, racism, 
segregation, etc. as being factors that have worked to keep our people 
oppressed, and some of us impoverished. 


| related to you my own experience with brutal racism in my being 
illegitimately denied my entry into the electrician’s apprenticeship, just as 
my dad, before | was even born, had been brutally, due to racism, kept 
from becoming a machinist apprentice despite having passed the entry 


exams with flying colors. So, the Black-folks-just-don’t-work-hard-enough 
bullsh*t is just that—bullsh’t. 


Dr. Anderson says: 


62 But no fists or Louisvilles allowed 
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The moral value of work was promoted under the aegis of Puritan 
ethics that most early colonial settlers preached about, but did not 
practice. The intense labor demands of the New World required 
most settlers to work. But, contrary to the moral myth, they tried to 
avoid work by forcing others to do it for them, while they took the 
credit and the profits. White society was especially adept at avoiding 
certain kinds of work when blacks were present. Since hard labor in 
and of itself did not convey nor confer dignity, they did not want 
blacks to see them doing lowly work. Arduous work carried a low 
status and was routinely avoided by whites, who preferred being 
seen in a management capacity. 


The white Southerner’s disdain for hard work was commonly 
accepted in and around immigration ports. Stanley Lebergott in his 
book, The Americans: An Economic Record supported the common 
impression that if anyone was lazy it was more likely the enslaver 
rather than the enslaved.%8 


Dr. Anderson’s views are not unique expressions relegated to some 
current re-evaluation of slavery times. His views are actually corroborated 
by a man who lived during slavery times: the great Frederick Douglas. At 
a meeting of abolitionists which was held on January 28, 1842, in Faneuil 
Hall, Boston, Frederick Douglas was one of the speakers. Dr. Noel 
Ignatiev, in his book, How the Irish became White, recounts how Frederick 
Douglas mimicked, in a mocking and sarcastic manner, the well-known 
excuse made by the slavers of that time for their justification of slavery: 
Black folks were “made” for hard work, while white folks were “made” for 
intelligent work. 


Frederick Douglas mimicked the manner of the slaveholders and the 
Southern clergy, contrasting the hard, horny hands and muscular 
frames of the laborers, adapted for working, with the slender frames 
and long, delicate fingers of the masters, matching their brilliant 
intellects suited to thinking. 39 


What happens when Reparations runs out, assuming that it’s ever given 
to Black folks, which | doubt? Struggle in nature, that’s what happens. 
Dr. Anderson once mentioned, in a Boyce Watkins interview of him—and, 
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sorry, but I'll just have to paraphrase, because | can’t find the exact video 
at YouTube where the interview is recorded—that when Civil Rights 
legislation was passed, Blacks felt free. He said that it was 
understandable that we then “partied” in celebration, as Dr. Anderson put 
it. But, he said, we did so for too long. 


His clear intimation was that we became too comfortable. We didn’t 
continue (for one thing) the pre-Civil Rights ethic that had built institutions 
all over the country, as Robert Woodson recounted: 


| grew up in south Philadelphia. We didn’t realize it was segregated. 
All we knew is that our neighborhood was all black. And we weren't 
even that conscious of color, because the people who owned the 
store down the street were black—the tailor, the restaurant-owners, 
the undertaker, everybody in the neighborhood. ..49 


Well, [for] many of us who, uh, exercised leadership in the Civil 
Rights Movement in the early and mid-‘60s, integration was never 
our goal. We never saw integration as a solution to the problems. 
We were seeking desegregation. And | think confusion on that point 
has continued to erode the self—the collective self-confidence of the 
black community today...47 


| fail to see how the demand for, and extension of, Reparations is going to 
restore the collective self-confidence that we had, pre-1960s, when we 
built institutions all over the country. | fear that Reparations might open 
the door for the development of a dependent mindset. 


What I’m talking about is mentality. What is your mentality once 
Reparations checks are handed out? What have you done to rectify, for 
instance, problems that wreak havoc to the family; to marriage? At Dr. 
Boyce Watkins’ YouTube channel there is a video entitled, Why so many 
black people are single—Black experts speak on the issue. Dr. Watkins 
says: 


| personally—maybe I’m just old-fashioned, or unrealistic—but | don’t 
really think it’s natural for us to have so many families that are not 
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complete. | mean, when you first get together with somebody, and 
you have a baby, or whatever, your vision is a two-parent household, 
right? You know, marriage, or maybe not marriage. But just 
something that brings the family together; some sort of institution. 


And children /ean on that. Like, children look to, uh, you know, 
people, you know, children look to the adults around them to provide 
that stability that they need in order to feel complete in the world. 
And when that stability’s not there, uh, | really encourage you to think 
about how this affects kids. 


You know, | know that we live in a world where it’s all about me, me, 
me, and I, |, and what / want, and what’s going to make me happy; 
and, I’m just going to say that | didn’t grow up in a household like that 
for sure. You know, | did not, um, you know, that wasn’t my 
experience. And | remember my parents, their view was kind of like, 
you know, “My happiness matters, but the family’s happiness also 
matters.”42 


| encourage the reader to view that video. See above-referenced endnote 
for details. Reparations or no Reparations, there are fundamental ideas, 
especially for the wealth-building that PRAs say were denied our people 
due to slavery, Jim Crow, racism and other forms of marginalization, that 
must be understood and adopted. What do you think will be the case for 
Black wealth-building if we can’t keep our families together? Would 
Reparations, God forbid, end up being another form of the crippling, 
generational welfare lifestyle that once existed in some parts of the Black 
community? 


’m not saying that the following is a pattern to duplicate, nor am | saying 
that it was a completely healthy pattern. But there was a time, both in the 
Black as well as the White American communities, that people would stay 
married just for their children. The parents of my best childhood friend, 
Ralph Jenkins, stayed together, in the same apartment, even though they 
had divorced from each other emotionally and legally. But they never let 
Ralph know that. As he grew up, he finally figured it out himself, and they 
also finally told him. 
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Louise worked at the post office and Jack was a mechanic. Though they 
lived in the same apartment, they slept in separate beds in separate 
rooms, across a hallway from each other. How did this arrangement 
affect Ralph, ultimately? 


Ralph grew an interest in photography, as he grew older. He eventually 
enrolled at the Illinois Institute of Technology, which, at that time, was 
among the top ten private engineering colleges in the nation, but it also 
had an excellent photography program. He had a double-major of 
photography and product design. 


One day, his instructor informed the students that the greatest 
photographer in the world at that time, a French photographer, would be 
visiting their class and that they should bring their portfolios for him to see. 
The day came. That photographer walked down each aisle of the class, 
paging through the photographs inside the portfolios of each student. 


Ralph was the only Black in the class. When he got to Ralph’s desk, he 
viewed each of the photographs in Ralph’s portfolio, and along the way he 
would frown at Ralph. After he viewed the last photograph, he stared at 
Ralph for a while, and then said, “What are you doing wasting your time in 
this school?! Magnificent!!!.” That's family. That’s two-parent family. For 
their child, Jack and Louise stayed together. And many times, when I'd go 
over to his crib to play, Jack and Louise would be arguing. We would just 
laugh. 


My mother and father broke up when | was five or six. But even the short 
spurts of input into my life, by my mom, proved to offer tremendous 
blessings for me and, ultimately, for my children and for many others 
unrelated to me, as you will see later. There was also the block; the 
neighborhood. There were a bunch of “moms” around: Miss Madella, 
Miss Price, Mrs. Mildred, Aunt Gladys, and others. So, although | was a 
latch-key kid, | was not actually without a traditional family, so to speak. 
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Yes, | am speaking of an ideal, which not everyone has. Perhaps that 
ideal is a permanent thing of the past, | really do not know. But | believe it 
must be striven for, Reparations or no Reparations. 


Stagger Lee 





The Conservative 


America, liberal would not be one of them. If you lived during that 

time, then today, without any reflection, you would easily define the 
Black community as conservative. We played it straight down the line, in 
every way: No scapegoating practices; a cultural penchant for hard work, 
family, religion, and even, perhaps strangely, patriotism. | say “strangely” 
because an outsider would have thought that, due to severe racism, 


O: all of today’s labels that could be affixed to pre-1960s Black 
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segregation, and discrimination, Black folks would be the least patriotic 
people in America. Not so. For the most part, most Black folks, despite 
our treatment historically, have always wanted to be a part of America. 
During World War Il, Black newspapers across the country strongly urged 
Black folks to join the military to fight for the country patriotically. 


My dad, despite the racism he experienced, one example of which | gave 
earlier, believed in the country. Well, he at least expressed hope for the 
country. He’d come home from work, take a shower, get dressed, and 
then sit in his easy chair and read The Chicago American Newspaper. 
Every now and then you'd hear him quietly say, “This racial stuff is going 
to be our country’s Achilles heel.” He silently lamented the racial division 
in the country, the only time we’d hear him talk about race. | really don’t 
know if | can say that he had patriotism. | think he did. But he wasn’t 
blind. He related a story to us about his time in the U.S. Navy. 


It had been required to sign something, or to declare, in some manner, 
that you were in the Navy and would fight against the enemy “for your 
country,” or something like that. He wouldn't sign it. They scheduled him 
to see a psychiatrist, slapped handcuffs on him, and sent him to the brig. 
The day came for his session with the psychiatrist. They walked him, in 
handcuffs, to the psychiatrist's office. 


In any military, conformity and cohesion must exist, for obvious reasons. 
The job of the psychiatrist, therefore, was not necessarily to assess 
whether the soldier was mentally ill. His job, as dad told us, was 
somewhat that of a counsellor/propagandist. He was supposed to coax 
dad into accepting the idea that, as a sailor for the United States Navy, 
when the enemy was encountered, he would bravely and valiantly fight for 
“his country.” 


The session began, and my dad says he sat there—as was the norm for 
him—in a dignified manner, paying close attention to the psychiatrist, 
throwing out a “Yes, sir’ when appropriate, and in general just being 
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courteous. At one point, while the psychiatrist was talking, dad stood up 
and walked to the window. The psychiatrist got silent. 


Dad stood, staring out of the window. Without looking back at the 
psychiatrist, dad said, “Come here, Jones.” Dad called everybody Jones. 
He said, “Look out this window and tell me what you see.” The 
psychiatrist looked, and said, “Well... There’s the brig. There’s the mess 
hall. There’s an ammo area.” The psychiatrist stopped, looked at my dad 
and said, “What are you leading to?” Dad replied, “Look again, Sir. What 
else to you see?” The psychiatrist said, “Well, there’s our German 
prisoners of war, there’s...” At that point, dad interrupted the psychiatrist, 
and said, “Yeah—exactly. Those are German prisoners of war, sitting in 
lawn chairs, drinking Cool-Aid—in straws. And as | was walked over here, 
handcuffed, they pointed at me, laughed, and said, “HA, HA, HA!! 
NEEGAH!!! BLACK NEEGAH!!!” 


Dad continued: “Lemme tell you something, Jones...Sir. If I'm facing the 
enemy, the only reason I'll be shooting at him is because he’s shooting at 
me. | will not be shooting at him for God, country, flag, mom’s apple pie, 
Donald Duck®?, or the U.S. Navy. I'll be shooting to try to save my life and 
the lives of my fellow sailors.” 


Dad liked to end that story by claiming that before it was over, the 
psychiatrist was lying on the couch, and dad was sitting in a chair next to 
him, schooling him on how to deal with his promiscuous, cheating wife. | 
don’t know if that part was true. But one thing that is true: The U.S. Navy 
gave dad an honorable discharge. You know, like, “We gotta get this 
nigguh OUT of here!!” 


It was clear: As | said, the military must have uniformity. They perceived 


dad as a possible threat—You couldn't have some Black dude walking 
around ‘threatening morale’ by claiming that the only reason he'll fight is to 


3 Popular cartoon character 
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save his ass and the asses of other sailors. | always figured that one 
reason they gave him an honorable discharge was because they 
respected his intelligence, his candor, and his personal dignity. He served 
his country and did so honorably, without having to lie against his own 
conscience. To be handcuffed as a soldier fighting for your country, while 
German prisoners of war sat there laughing at you and call in a nigger, 
made my dad’s point. 


Dad was conservative. He spoke conservatively. He dressed 
conservatively. He was not exactly religious, and would only attend 
Church occasionally, and sit in the back, just to support me because I'd 
become very religious. Oh, he could engage in regular American 
conversation with his friends—regular shuck’n and jive’n which would 
often be peppered with curse words, allusions to, or direct reference to, 
matters of sex, etc. He could shuck and jive with the best of them. But, 
overall, he was very conservative. 


The Female Race 


The only thing he wasn’t conservative about was women, of which he 
definitely had more than his share. When | think back to dad’s post- 
divorce young days, it seems that he perceived women as a separate 
race. 


And there would be no discrimination against the female race. Some of 
the members of that race were Black. Some were White. Some were 
Asian. With respect to women, dad was equal opportunity. He had Black 
and White girlfriends, the “and” usually meaning at the same time. 


| used to joke that, had we lived near Chicago’s Chinatown, Daiyu or Suzy 
Wong or some Chinese female would have been coming by the crib, 
because dad would definitely have had a Chinese girlfriend, absolutely no 
doubt whatsoever about that. 
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Eventually, when | grew up, | made up for dad: | had a Chinese girlfriend 
in college. For decades, | guess | lied to myself (and others), claiming that 
what broke my black nationalist perspective on expressing strict Black 
loyalty by dating, or marrying, only a “Black Queen,” was Islam. 


Uh....Not really. It was my Chinese girlfriend in college that returned me 
to my dad’s conception [practiced conception] of women as a single race, 
called “females,” not to be discriminated against. | was still Black 
nationalist. And she knew it. I’d talk about the “Black revolution” and 
she’d just smile, slightly shaking her head side to side. The vibe that | 
caught was, “No. That's not you. And I’m gonna prove it.” She proved it. 


She was a member of a prominent, wealthy Chinese family that owned 
two large restaurants in Chicago’s Chinatown, as well as the most popular 
Chinese herb shop that Chicagoans from all over the city visited. I'd visit 
her there sometimes. When there were few, or no customers in the store, 
we'd lean towards each other, over the counter, holding hands; smiling; 
talking softly, male and female. 


Occasionally, her grandfather would appear—half of him—to her left, in 
the doorway of a room that was about ten feet away, staring at us, half of 
his blank, expressionless face showing. Half of his body would be in that 
other room, and the other half in the store. She could sense his presence 
but would try to ignore him as we continued our love. Eventually, she’d 
close her eyes, in frustration, sigh, and then say, “I'll see you back on 
campus.” Sorry to say this, but, stereotypically, | used to wonder if, one 
day, he’d come out and start kicking my ass, in his expertise as a highly- 
trained Shaolin Kung-Fu master and monk, despite his age. | don’t know 
if he was a Kung-Fu master or not. But, my brother’s gang, as you read, 
would not visit Chinatown for their “fun.” 


Dad’s success with women was based, in large part, in his respect for 
women, which was demonstrated by his treatment of women. Good 
treatment and respect for women was just part of an essentially pre-1960s 
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American culture that is now deemed, especially by severely radical 
feminists, as the very opposite of respect. References to “the fair lady”; to 
protection of women, by men, as part of a man’s duty, are now deemed 
disrespectful, as well as presumptuous of a womans ability to take care of 
herself, and is also seen as an attempt to relegate women to some lower 
status. This amazes me. 


The older I’ve gotten, the more fascinating I've become of the immense 
power of that which, due to changing perceptions, can no longer be 
referred to as femininity, lest one be accused of being, of all things, 
mysoginist. With my own eyes, | witnessed a close friend—a black belt in 
Goju Shoray karate—get down on his knees, on concrete, crying crocodile 
tears, begging his woman to take him back after he had erred, as she 
stood on her porch, hand on her hip. 


He had the power and the skills to break every bone in her body, and 
accomplish it fairly rapidly. But there he knelt—on concrete. There was 
nothing whatsoever weak about her, as | stood there, shocked, with my 
eyes widened, as a watched a man that | hated to spar with in Dojo, crying 
and begging to be taken back. That’s power!!! 


The ways of the past, when, as far back as the horse-and-buggy days, 
men walked on the curb side of the street to protect women from getting 
their dresses splashed with water, were ways l’d never viewed as 
disrespectful and demeaning to women. Quite the opposite. Women 
were held in high honor. That was the tradition my dad was raised in. 


’m not sure where this section fits, if at all, in the subject of Reparations. 
Perhaps it’s slightly influenced by an article | read in the Epoch Times 
newspaper, entitled, Welcome to Wokespeak: It’s Logic-Defying Rhetoric 
Is Making Heads Spin, that point out contradictions, within the philosophy 
and religion of Woke-i-anity, surrounding the issue of racism, an issue that 
automatically touches the issue of relationships between men and women. 
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Race is one of the components that fuel the general philosophy and 
religion of Woke-i-anity and comes much closer, in relevance, to this 
section on The Female Race (perhaps amusingly closer) with respect to 
my dad's belief in, and practice of...ahem...human brotherhood and the 
realization of the “colorblind,” as it would eventually be called, society that 
many were hoping could be achieved in America. My dad, as you'll learn, 
was definitely colorblind. 


Without the hyper-projection of race, racism, “white supremacy,” etc, by 
that liberal elite sector of American society that | call racialists, then the 
philosophy and religion of Woke-i-anity might disintegrate. As long as 
race exists as a staple of the philosophy and religion of Woke-i-anity is as 
long as division (or projected division) of the American people will exist. 


And, regarding colorblindness, which was once a goal of good-hearted 
Americans, especially those—no matter the race—of the Civil Rights 
movement, John Murawski noted: 


The white culture conundrum is one of many such paradoxes in today’s 
topsy-turvy woke culture, where colorblindness once represented the 
ideal of being unprejudiced, but now marks the epitome of racism.4? 


In other words, if you advocate colorblindness and the development of a 
non-racial American society, then you are labeled a “racist” by adherents 
of the philosophy and religion of Woke-i-anity, which, obviously, is a huge 
departure from the prior goal of creating a colorblind society. Color- 
blindness, actually, is a natural condition of the human psyche when it 
comes down to the real deal, which is reflected in an earlier quote of Rod 
Keithley that | provided, from his book, Racism: What It ls, What To Do 
About It. Here is a short excerpt: 


It is almost an axiom in anthropology that when two cultures meet 
they do not always bleed, but they do always breed. [Author 
emphasis] 
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My dad was a carpenter, not an anthropologist. But he could have been 
awarded an honorary degree in anthropology due to the natural 
“colorblindness’” that he possessed that made it quite easy for him to add 
two White women—Dorothy and Lola—to his life as female companions. | 
personally witnessed dad’s instinctive anthropological expertise, as | will 
now explain. 


Dad once suffered a horrible injury, though he eventually recovered. 
Somehow, on a construction job, his inner thigh, from the knee area to 
close to the groin, got sliced open by a power saw. He was bedridden for 
months. Well, he had a /ot of help during recovery, anthropology-wise. 
He had six girlfriends. Two were named Hattie. I'll distinguish them by 
Hattie1 and Hatti2. And there were also Dorothy, Theresa, Lola, and 
Fannie Mae (And yes, she did). Six women, at once, although, this one 
particular day during dad’s recovery, Lola was the only one that didn’t 
show up. 


Dad’s facility with women sometimes reminds me of a Biblical verse about 
“the latter days”: 


And in that day seven women shall take hold of one man, saying, We 
will eat our own bread, and wear our own apparel: only let us be 
called by thy name, to take away our reproach. (Bible, Isaiah 4:1) 


Unfortunately (or fortunately), dad fell short by one. | was still a kid at the 
time, maybe 11 years old. When not in school, | would not leave dad’s 
side while he was bedridden. I'd do my studies right there. And | 
witnessed the orchestra of women who came to attend to him. We had a 
Murphy bed in the living room. It stored vertically into a wide niche within 
the wall, hinged at one end and you lifted upward from the other end to 
push it up into the wall, where it latched. It was cool, because dad had his 
regular bedroom, but he also had that bed, in the living room, where he 
was recovering and could watch TV and stuff. 
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| once witnessed the silent, catty eyed exchanges between the women, 
when, one day, all of them, one by one, except Lola, happened to show 
up to attend to dad. “Nate, baby, whatchu need me to do,” said Theresa, 
while Hattie1 was bringing dad some food from the kitchen that she’d just 
finished cooking. “Thanks, Hattie. Theresa, if you wouldn’t mind, there’s 
a basket of clothes back there, and...” Theresa interrupted, “Don’t worry 
about it, sugar, I'll take care of it,” and she'd leave the room, smiling (catty 
smiling) at Hattie1, obviously hoping to piss her off. It seemed, by 
Hattie1’s expression, that Theresa had succeeded. 


After a while, the doorbell rang. | went to answer it. It was Dorothy, one 
of dad’s White girlfriends from the northside. She was the one that would 
bring us neckbones, ham hocks, pork chops, and other types of meat 
she'd purchased at stores in her northside neighborhood that, unlike the 
meat dad purchased locally, actually had more meat on the bones. 


Dorothy walked into the living room, and greeted, “Hey, hun!!” That's how 
White women would talk back then: hun, for honey. “Hey, Dot,” dad 
replied. Hattie had left to go to the store to get some groceries. 


Theresa had finished ironing and walked back into the living room. 
Theresa had the hottest temper of them all. She walked into the living 
room, saw Dorothy, and just stood there staring at her. | prepared myself 
(seriously) to run, certain that Theresa would make a scene, maybe even 
throwing sh*t around. She didn’t. She just stared, and then let out an 
exaggerated, loud sigh...a sigh of disgust. She then pretended that 
Dorothy didn’t exist, walked over to dad, sat on the bed, and kissed the 
hell out of him, right in the mouth, forever. Then, she stood up, and left. 
Dad did not look comfortable. 


Theresa had gotten to the front door, to leave, but walked back to the 
living room, stuck her head in, and said, “I'll be back tomorrow—late.” 
She was looking at Dorothy when she said the word “late,” clearly 
meaning /ate at night. Certainly Dorothy must have gotten the hint. 
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Dorothy (or so it appeared) was the least catty, and the least rattled of all 
of dad’s women. To this day, | don’t know why, although | think she might 
have felt like she was in a foreign country, in the all-Black neighborhood, 
and had better watch her step, especially that day when dad’s black 
women were also there helping him out. Yes, dad was a master at 
anthropology (and obviously loved living dangerously). For dad, 
colorblindness paid off (and in more ways than just pork chops). 

Theresa was definitely highly jealous. Rightly so, | 
guess. | don't like the stereotype that says that 
Black women are “the most jealous women on 
earth.” | don’t believe it, actually. But once, 
Brenda, Marcus's first wife, went berserk one day at 
the family home, when the cartoon figure, Chiquita 
Banana, was on a TV commercial, advertising 
bananas, and Marcus playfully shouted, 
“CHIQUITA, baby!!” | dived behind a couch. Chiquita Banana 
Felton, a family friend, ran out of the livingroom. — Courtesy .fitshipitshere.com 
My dad, always cool, just sat there, but said, quietly, “Awww, sh’t,” 

because he too knew what was coming. 





Brenda had gone stone berserk, throwing lamps, bottles, and anything 
she could get her hands on at my brother. He was standing there trying to 
knock the projectiles out of the air before they could reach his head, and 
going, “Brenda!! Brenda!! It's a GODDAMNED CARTOON!!!” Not to 
Brenda. To Brenda, Chiquita Banana was a woman, not a cartoon. 
Chiquita was a threat. I'd wondered, “Why didn’t she kick the TV?” 


Of course, Brenda was very young when she and Marcus met when he 
was in the army, stationed at Fort Benning, Georgia, and they got married. 
In Marcus’s unpublished autobiography, Heaven Too Soon, he recounts 
something that Brenda had said, just hours after they'd gotten married, 
when Marcus had become almost thoroughly frustrated and depressed 
about her temper. 
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We stepped out into the parking lot at the Colonel’s and | remember 
Brenda making a Hell-raising scene which ended with a tirade that 
went like, “... Well, sh*t, niggah, you knew | was immature when you 
married me; what the f*ck did you expect?” This was less than half 
an hour after we were married! This was in front of her mother and 
grandmother! | was ready to drive right back across the river and 
hand that ‘Bama clerk his little cosmetic sh*t back and demand my 
paperwork back from him. But it was after 12 noon and the place was 
Closed. Right then it had become clear to me that we were not about 
to live happily ever after. 


| have some stories of my own about jealous women in my life. | prefer, 
though, to not risk my life by recounting them in this book. She knows 

who she is (and where | live). More importantly, ! know who she is. And 
that’s why I’m keeping my damned mouth shut. (I enjoy a peaceful life). 


During the seven years that | was a Black nationalist, | would hear the 
constant refrain, from Black nationalist women, that the ‘reason’ they were 
highly jealous was tied to slavery times, when Black men could be taken 
away from their mates and sold to some other plantation, making a Black 
man a premium. If you got one, don't let him near any other woman. You 
might lose him anyway by the White man selling him away from you. So 
keeping your man period required vigilance—a fight. If you got one, keep 
him away from other women. 


| just never bought the history stuff. It might be true, but | saw it as game, 
as being slick used to be called in the streets. | noticed that the Black 
women who used that story were the more educated, middle-class types. 
It seemed to me that they were using history to justify jealousy, especially 
jealousy of White women. | once experienced the difference between the 
lower-class Black women and the higher-class, more educated Black 
women when | went to the beauty shop with my down with the game, 
lower-class girlfriend, Jamesetta. 


64 From Heaven Too Soon 
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As | waited for her to get her hair done, a conversation ensued between 
Jamesetta and her beautician, Francine. 


“Girl, you heard about Willie?”, Francine asked. “Naw, girl, what he 
do now?”, Jamesetta asked. “Willie got him a White b*tch, up on the 
north side,” Francine said. Jamesetta replied, “Sh*t, ain’t noth’n 
wrong with that. Long as he keep the b*tch away from MY man, | 
wouldn't give a f*ck.” Francine replied, “I hear you, girl. A b*tch is a 
b*tch, | don’t care what color she is! I’m the same way: Just keep the 
b*tch—any b*tch—away from my man.” 


| preferred not to wrestle with historians, so most of the women | dated 
when | was a Black nationalist were from the lower class, except, of 
course, the Chinese woman | dated (She had no connection to black 
history). |t made life much easier—as long as | kept the ‘bitches’ away 
from my woman. Here’s a little historical aside secret, just for the heck of 
it, and | confirmed this with others of my generation: The first women to 
adopt black nationalism/black consciousness, etc., were the /ower class 
women. It was only after that that the middle, and some upper-class 
black women came on board, afraid that they'd be left out of the man pick. 


When | handed Jamesetta the book, The Wretched of the Earth, by Franz 
Fanon, to read, she said, “Man, | ain't gotta read no book! | already know 
I'm oppressed! Shit, | live in the f*ck’n PROJECTS!!” That’s why the 
lower-class women were jumping on board the black nationalist train in 
droves. They were living the oppression that Black nationalism was 
preaching against. The middle-class Black women saw it, and suddenly 
you'd see them showing up at Black nationalist sets. It was generally 
perceived, whether true or not, that the “better,” more reliable Black men 
would be the ones more serious about life. You'd find some of them in the 
Black nationalist community. 


So, that was the deal in the late 1960s and throughout the 1970s. Most 
Black men, though, didn’t know that the middle-class women did not have, 
as their first desire, the goal of adopting some kind of Black ideology. 
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They were simply looking for reliable men. And the lower-class women 
were eating them up, one reason being that they were more attractive, 
due to being less complicated. 


Dad finally recovered. Not so sure that Theresa did, though. But she 
stayed in the mix. Dad was not what these young guys these days call a 
“Playa” (player). No way would he ever mooch off of a woman. You were 
taught, back then, that when you take a woman out, you pay for 
everything. That was your responsibility “as a man.” That was just how it 
was. And it was the culture across the board, not just amongst Black 
people. It was the American culture at that time. You were not “a man’ if 
you asked a woman to pay for anything. I’m not saying that was better. 
It’s just the way things were. 


Most barber-shop Black men, as | call the regular, non-ideological black 
male of that time, did not share the black-women-only social ideology of 
Black nationalist or Black consciousness black males. Just like the 
experience | had at Jamesetta’s beauty shop, the conversation in Black 
barber shops, regarding women, was that “women are women.” Barber 
shop Black men viewed ideologically-bound Black nationalist/Black 
consciousness men as insane for claiming that “Black men should date 
only Black women!!” 


They too shared the sentiment of beauty shop Black women and 
expressed that sentiment similarly. You’d hear barber shop black men 
say, rather crudely (Hey, it’s a barber shop!!), “These Black power nigguhs 
running around here talk’n about you ain’t supposed to date no White 
that...ahem...social philosophy in another way that was even much 
cruder. I’m sure you can imagine. 


Anyway, obviously, my dad was a barber shop Black man. Females were 
not categorized by race. Females were a race—a distinct race. And any 
one of them, whether Afro-American, Euro-American, Asian-American, or 
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any other hyphenated American, qualified, as members of the female 
race, to enter my dad’s life. It was my dad's preferred style for the practice 
of human brotherhood, in his side profession: anthropology, self-taught, 
with a well-earned PhD. 


Toxic — and proud of it 


Dad was certainly a man’s man. My favorite thing to see was dad in 
action on Saturday mornings, his favorite time. He’d take his morning 
bath, and then, wearing nothing but his boxing shorts, would shadow box, 
up and down the hallway. To this day | have never seen anyone so fast, 
punching, bobbing and weaving, ducking. It was amazing and always a 
treat. 


When | got grown, | asked Marcus a question that was very typical, back 
in the day, that little brothers would ask their big brother, especially if big 
brother, like 

Marcus, was tough. . 
| asked him, “Do 
you think you could 
take Cheese?” 
There was no 
thinking. Instantly, 
he replied, “No. 
Not ever.” | said, 
“Really??!!" He 
goes, “Cheese Lo 
[dad] was too fast, Marcus (Left); Dad in middle; Felton, Marcus’s 
too smart, and hit street mentor (so to speak), on the right 
too hard. | wouldn't 

even dream about tryna take Cheese.” 





Dad was an undefeated boxer. But he had a problem that his trainer 
confronted him about. “Nate, | want you to quit the game.” Dad said he 
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replied, “For what?” His trainer said, “Because it’s just not for you.” Dad 
replied, “I’m undefeated. What are you talking about?” His trainer said, 
“You're soft.” Dad answered, “What the hell are you talking about, soft?” 


The trainer answered, “I’m talking about your heart, Nate. Listen to me: 
You might think that you can’t be defeated. But, one day, you’re gonna 
come across a dude that’s your match. And the only way you're gonna 
win is that your mindset will have to be that your intention is to kill him. 
And unfortunately, Nate, you ain’t got the heart to kill anyoody—at least 
not with your fists.” Dad said he got quiet. | remember him telling us that 
he so much respected his trainer that he did get out of the boxing game. 
| remember once, when one of dad’s fights was going to be on TV, 
Marcus wouldn't let me watch it. | whined, but many years later Marcus 
told me he didn’t want me to see dad possibly get hurt, something that | 
figured was impossible. But, he was right—anything could have 
happened. 


Manhood was manhood, back then. There was no such thing as a “toxic” 
male. You were just male, with all the attendant attrioutes: You could 
fight. You dressed well. You treated women with respect. You took care 
of your woman. You worked at whatever gig you could find. When | got 
my first girlfriend, the first thing my grandma said was, “Remember, boy: 
Any woman worth having is worth working for.” There was no smile on 
her face. It was more or less an order she was giving me. 


You were a man, and proud of everything it meant to be a man. For dad, 
his expertise as a carpenter, his six women (short one), his boxing, his 
control of his temper, his providing for my brother and |, his respect for 
others—all defined him as a man. 


In 1976, the short time | lived in St. Louis, Anmad Saeed, a Muslim mentor 
of mine, used to say to me, “Abu, don’t no man put his wife in an 
apartment. He puts her in a house—if he’s a man.” | used to think, “I 
never read Prophet Muhammad say a damned thing like that.” 
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Nevertheless | vowed that when | got married the second time, my new 
wife would walk into a house, with a 2-car garage. 


When | moved back to Chicago, | hacked®, driving seven days a week, 
12-14 hours a day from Monday through Saturday, with Sugarbaby’s (my 
grandma) order still in my mind: “Remember, boy: Any woman worth 
having is worth working for.” On Sundays, you could lease a cab for only 
$1.00, if you had driven for the six prior days. The normal lease, back 
then, was $33 per day, plus you had to pay for your own gasoline. | 
banked from $100 to $150 a day clear, after expenses, until | finally 
amassed enough dough to pay for the down payment on my own home. 


| then married a Black Ahmadi Muslim woman from Dayton, Ohio. She 
walked into her own home, as Ahmad Saeed told me “must” be the case. 
| point this out so the reader will know that the very definition of what a 
man is was shared across the board, no matter which religion a man 
belonged to. Manhood superseded religion. Manhood was religion. 


The words of Judge Joe Brown, age 74, a man of my generation, more 
than adequately explain the mindset under which | grew up under: 


But one thing that is very important is manhood. 
Manhood is the cement that holds society together. 
We need womanhood, but manhood protects 
womanhood. It’s very hard to be aman. You have 
to be trained from infancy. Because it is a difficult, 
dangerous thing. Women and children in the 
lifeboat first. Men have died, suffered, been 
mutilated, gone through all sorts of hardship to 
support the women and children in their lives and 
those around them. That some men are bad is no 
excuse to destroy masculinity under the false label of toxic masculinity. 
Masculinity is the cement that establishes principle, duty, honor, obligation, 
responsibility, accountability, forthrightness, bravery and courage. Protecting 
womanhood and promoting manhood: That should be an aim for all of us.# 





Judge Joe Brown 
Courtesy tmz.com 
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One of my dad’s favorite songs was Stagger Lee, and he would sing it 
especially on Saturdays, after finishing his shadow boxing. Stagger Lee 
was an actual, turn-of-the century Black man named Lee Shelton. 

_ Though a stone criminal, Stagger Lee, pre-1960s, 
stood as an example of manhood to many Black 
men of that era, going all the way back to the late 
1800s. You can read about Stagger Lee at 
Wikipedia or an encyclopedia or wherever. 


But Stagger Lee was not admired for his 
criminality. Back in the day, there were few openly 
aeons _ projected images of strong black men to be 

Stagger Lee admired, obviously because of an over-arching 

Courtesy i.pinimg.com Unfortunate racism that existed. My dad, and a lot 
of dads, loved that song®, but not because it recounted the true story of 
the murder of Billy Lyons on Christmas eve of 1895 by Stagger Lee. 
Stagger Lee was admired for his projection of manhood. It’s part of an 
American sub-cultural ‘iconography’, you might call it. Historically he was 
known as what would be called a “bad ass.” He was an outsider. He 
dressed magnificently, solidly in the ranks of the macks®’. He was a 
ladies’ man. He was independent. He was strong. He was fearless. 
Those are the qualities that my dad liked. 





| am angered at today’s “gangsta” rappers, whose “songs” speak of killing 
their own people, killing cops, and refer to Black women as “bitches” and 
“hos.” This attitude is the exact opposite of how Black men were back in 
the day. Today, we have fons of Black men who can stand as strong role 


66 | think the best version of the honky-tonk style song, Stagger Lee, was done 
by Tina Turner: Original Internet source; (Archive file). She did another version 
too, but this one is the best. 

67 “Mack” has undergone various definitions. The Macks of Stagger Lee’s days 
were pimps, characterized by super stylish dressing. Later, Macks were men 
that did not take all his prostitutes’ monies. He split it with her. | don’t know 
what Mack means today, if anything. Macks (pimps) are not to be respected. 
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models. We have a lot of Stagger Lees who aren't criminals, but good 
role models. So, why do the gangsta rappers choose to “sing” about 
thuggery, especially in today’s environment, when Black men are killing 
each other in the streets way more than White cops are. Just read the 
statistics. 


| read a Chicago newspaper article, recently, about a Black gangsta 
rapper who had shot someone. The first two lengthy paragraphs of the 
article praised that gangsta rapper’s new gangsta rap “songs,” and then 
covered the shooting. This was astounding!! One wonders if the gangsta 
rap genre of ‘music’ serves the purposes of some malevolent forces that 
are against Black folks and our country. Take that as a hint. My dad 
would never praise—in fact, he condemned—such criminals as Flukey 
Stokes, Bumpy Johnson, or Frank Lucas. 


Today, unfortunately, criminals are held up as heroes. | don’t know when 
that unfortunate habit started in the Black community, but it did not exist in 
pre-1960s Black America, certainly not in my neighborhood. One reason 
was that our people had enough problems with racist perceptions of who 
we were, as a people. So, there was absolutely no toleration for Black 
criminals in the Black community, because Black folks, the elders in 
particular, were very concerned about how our people were viewed by the 
external world. 


If a Black person committed a crime, it was seen as an embarrassment, 
and there was nothing that the criminal could do that would elevate him in 
the minds of the Black community. We were constantly under the gun of 
scrutiny, even though our neighborhoods were safe, clean, and our people 
were very conservative, Churchgoing. We could not afford criminals. 


The verdict in the George Floyd case is in: Guilty for Derek Chauvin. Case 
closed. But! must be honest and say that, with regard to the notion that 
Mr. Floyd should be honored as a perpetual hero, | am inclined to agree 
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with the position and sentiments expressed by Candace Owens®8. Today, 
even in the Black community, her thoughts may seem foreign. But, to me, 
she sounds like the reincarnation of the collective, stable Black community 
of pre-1960s America. She gives me great hope. |’m just telling it like it is. 


My dad gave me a solid picture of steadiness, by his example. He worked 
every day, five days a week. Just seeing that model left a permanent 
imprint on my mind. Most times his carpenter partner, Jack, would pick 
him up and drive him to whatever construction job they were working on. 
But sometimes he would take his toolbox and board public transportation 
to the job site. 


That was super special!! Because when it neared time for him to come 
home, Jimmy and | couldn’t wait until he returned. When we'd finally see 
him coming down the street, carrying that steel toolbox, we'd run to greet 
him. | got first turn. He’d continue walking, carrying his toolbox, but with 
his other arm hold his forearm up and make a big muscle. | would jump 
up and hang on the muscle with both hands, as he continued walking 
towards the crib. He’d move the arm | was holding back and forth, and I’d 
swing on it for a while as he kept walking towards the crib. Jimmy would 
be anxiously saying, “Do me, do me!!!” I’d jump down, and then Jimmy 
would get the ride. 


| wish that | could put into words the effect such interactions with my dad 
had on my psyche. | don’t know the words, except to say that it was 
powerfully positive. It would be interesting to know what a psychologist 
would say. Well, unfortunately, these days he or she would probably say, 
“Toxic male syndrome.” Well, | would say to them, “I shall take it any day, 
over your new order”. 


In fact, | think we need some toxic male syndrome in the United States, 
these days, what with young, pouty-faced, White Antifa thugs and Black 


68 See Appendix H. It is my transcription of an 18-minute video speech that she 
delivered. 
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BLM thugs slinging Molotov cocktails at Wendy’s outlets [Glad | don’t eat 
fast food]. | suspect that both White and Black, young cocktail-throwers 
have dad issues®9. It would be interesting for some expert to do a study. 


Back in the day, no matter the neighborhood, no matter the race, one of 
the mottos of parents was, “My job is to work. Your job is to play.” It just 
was a Cultural thing that play separated adults from children. My dad was 
different. He worked, of course, every day, as | said, but occasionally he 
would come outside and play, the only dad on the block to do so. 


He’d race. He’d pitch the ball at a game we boys would play across the 
street, behind Antioch Baptist Church, in a big vacant lot. One thing that 
went down in the history of 51st Street, between 51st & 52"4, on Indiana, 
was the time he raced with Cookie. Her real name was Naren. She had 
won a trophe in track at her high school. Nobody could beat Cookie 
racing. 


The entire block came out for that one, including parents, this time. “Get 
on your mark....get set....GO!!” And they were off!! Cookie shot out and 
got ahead. But not for long. Dad caught up with her and they were neck 
and neck for most of the race. And it would have stayed that way to the 
finish line and been a draw or a narrow win for one of them. But dad 
suddenly tripped and fell. That’s the only reason Cookie won. Dad fell 
onto the concrete sidewalk, but since he was a “toxic male” (ahem) it 
didn’t hurt him. Aw, man!! The whole block was whooping and smiling 
and “gimme five”’n each other. That was the extension of the Black 
nuclear family—The Black community. 


Marcus (Yeshiah) lives in Israel. Years ago he emailed me to tell me to 
meet him at Midway, Airport, because he was flying in to visit family and 
friends. Normally I'd rent a car or van, and when he arrived we'd drive to 


69 See Michael Voris’s Vortex commentary, at YouTube, on “Failed Manhood”; 


(Archives file) 
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see mom. Dad had passed. We'd drive to see some of his old friends, 
like Felton, whom you saw in the picture. We'd also go to the old 
neighborhood and just walk around, reminiscing. 


How utterly sad it was when, before he came, | had to call him in Israel, 
and say, “Yeshiah, | gotta drop this on you, brother-brother: It ain’t safe 
anymore on the south side. We can go, and that’s cool with me, no 
problem. But | felt that | should let you know.” He answered, “I do know.” 


Some of the members of his religious group had pulled his coat about the 
situation. We went anyway, walked around the hood, and everything 
turned out okay. But, just to have to fell him how our own Black 
community, where we were raised, had transformed 180-degrees, was 
highly uncomfortable and embarrassing. And don't tell me about de- 
industrialization, the alleged shipment of drugs and guns into the hood by 
“the White man,” large real-estate company conspiracies for enacting 
gentrification, etc. I’ve heard all that. No excuses. Sorry, no excuses. 


Our people overcame The Middle Passage, slavery, Jim Crow, Planned 
Parenthood (abortions—We need to work on that!), severe humiliation 
which, in itself, could have destroyed us. Yet, we survived, and, in fact, 
thrived in some sectors of our community. Keep reading, and | will 
definitely prove my case, leaving no questions; no arguments; no 
eXCUSES. 


Dad believed in humanity. He would tell us, “You don’t have to hate the 
White man. To get through life, just use your head.” He had solid 
principles, and he lived by them. His wisdom was astounding. 


He could say things in ten words or less, and it would be a wealth of 
wisdom. Years would pass, his prophecies would come true, and I'd 
return to the family home and say, “Cheese, how did you know!!” He’d 
always answer, “I wrote the book. | changed your diapers.” In other 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 175 


words, he’d lived life, and he knew me. There were many Black parents 
like that back then. 


Know your stuff 


He used the technique, if that’s what it’s called, of projecting self-dignity, 
courtesy and respect to others. He told stories that spoke to the qualities 
he exhibited by example. In Chicago, building was always happening in 
the downtown area, and my dad generally stayed amply employed. 


Once, when he was out of work, he dressed Jake and walked to a 
downtown construction site. You would always see men, including Jaked- 
up businessmen, watching a building go up while they were on their lunch 
break. Dad stood there, with the other spectators, and watched the men 
on the site. 


He noticed something but waited until lunch time. At lunch time, he 
walked onto the site, something that was illegal. It was trespassing. He 
walked around the site examining the way certain areas of the 
construction were being handled. He asked someone, “Where’s the Sup,” 
i.e., the supervisor. 


He walked over to where the guy had pointed and said to the Sup, politely, 
“Good afternoon. Do you have a moment?” The Sup replied, “No / dont, 
and you're trespassing!!” Dad calmly and respectfully replied, “My 
apologies.” Dad pointed and said, “But, you're going to have a problem 
over there near that blocking.””° The Sup responded, “Sir, thank you for 
your expert advice, but you need to leave the site.” Dad left. 


He came back the next week, wearing his pinstripe suit, his red tie, his 
matching red socks, his cool shades, and joined the crowd watching the 


70 Blocking is some kind of construction technique to join, fill or 
reinforce the building structure. 
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construction. The Sup noticed him in the crowd, walked over to dad, and 
said, “You working anywhere now?” Dad answered, “Nope.” The Sup 
said, “Well, you are now. If you wanna start today, go over to the trailer, 
suit up, and grab a tool belt. You're hired.” 


Dad did just that. The Sup explained to him that the blocking that my dad 
had pointed out was being done poorly, had failed. | have absolutely no 
idea, quite frankly, what exactly had happened. | just remember dad 
saying “blocking.” He could have been talking about something that was 
being ill-constructed near the blocking, | really can’t remember. He was 
always teaching, by example, that if you were courteous and if you “use 
your head,” you'd obtain good results. 


Dad had studied architecture and, as such, was a cut above the regular 
carpenter. He would sometimes encounter problems with arrogant 
architects on construction sites. In construction, nobody questioned the 
blueprints of the architect. Nobody but my dad! On some sites, dad, in 
surveying an architect's blueprints, would politely tell the Sup, “This isn’t 
going to work.” 


All the supervisors on construction jobs were White males. They would 
cringe at the thought of questioning an architect's blueprints. “Nate, 
please—just put it up,” and they'd be looking around, afraid that the 
architect might show up. Sometimes, if the architect were on site, dad 
would go directly to the architect and say, always politely, “Hey, | was just 
looking at your blueprint. And it looks like...” and he would explain the 
errors he’d seen on the blueprint. 


This might infuriate the architect. He said that one time, the architect 
turned “all kinds of shades of red,” as dad put it, when dad tried to warn 
him about a mistake on the blueprints. The architect said, “Look, Mr. 
Chism, | didn’t spend five years studying architecture to come out here 
and make mistakes!! PUT IT UP!!!” Dad would go along with the 
program, and the crew would put it up, and in a couple of weeks it would 
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have to be redone. One bottom line that dad taught us was, “Know your 
stuff’ and “Maintain your dignity.” 


Judge a man as he comes to you 


Sometimes, construction work during the Spring and Summer would be 
slower than usual. So, many construction workers would draw 
unemployment compensation benefits, during the winter, until the Spring 
broke. Money would get tight. 


There was a corner store on the northwest corner of 51st & Indiana, called 
Benson’s. Benson was the name of the White owner of the store. In 
winters, when dad’s money was tight, for the reasons just mentioned, he 
would send one or both of us to Benson’s. He’d say, “Go up to Benson’s 
and get two half-gallons of milk, two loaves of bread, a box of Cheerios, 
and a carton of Camels?1. And tell Benson | said to put it on the card.” 


“The card” was an index card upon which Benson would write the total of 
our grocery bill, and file it until my dad’s work situation improved again, 
usually by the Spring. This occurred a number of winters, as | recall, 
when | was a kid. My dad never saw White people as inherently evil and 
corrupt. “Judge a man as he comes to you.” 


Had dad not done that; had he assumed that Benson was “just another” 
whatever, we would not have had the convenience of enlisting the help of 
a friend. | say friend, because occasionally Benson would come to the 
crib and have dinner with us. (Maybe he just wanted to ask dad how to get 
women). 


Fast forward. When | was about 40, | was walking down “jewelry row” on 


Van Buren Street, in downtown Chicago. Obviously, it was called jewelry 
row because there were a lot of jewelry shops there. | saw a young Black 
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man standing in front of a jewelry store. He was well-dressed and looked 
very dignified. Because things had deteriorated in Black America, | 
always liked to check out a young dude who looked like he had something 
going for himself, so | started a conversation when | reached where he 
was standing in front of the jewelry store. 


It turned out that he worked in that store and was its manager. | said, 
“Wow, that’s cool! How did you even get involved in jewelry? You don't 
see any Black men managing a jewelry store.” He answered, “My dad 
taught me the business.” Then something from inside of the store caught 
his peripheral vision. He turned, looked inside the store, and said, “Here 
comes my dad now.” 


When his dad came out, | immediately recognized him. | said to him, “I 
bet you don’t know who | am.” He smiled, with a little frown of curiosity, 
and said, “Well...no, | don’t think so.” | go, “You remember Nate—Nate 
on 518?” He looked at me for a while and said, “Ronnie??” | go, “Yep!” It 
was Benson. Benson was the owner of that jewelry store. He had 
married a Black woman and had a son by her (Obviously, dad had 
schooled him about the female race). He had sold his grocery store and 
obtained his own jewelry business. And, over time, he taught his Black 
son how to manage it. Judge the man as he comes to you. 


If you can read minds, fine. But, other than that, don’t assume anything 
about a person. I’ve had a bunch of White folks, during my life, extend 
help to me. And | am not talking about bleeding-heart White liberals (Sorry 
to say this, but they are often more a hindrance than help). One White 
dude wanted to take me under his wings, when | was still in high school, 
and show me how to work in a legitimate multi-level marketing company 
called Amway Corporation. 


Some multi-level marketing companies are great. Some operate pyramid 
schemes that are actually illegal. Amway was legitimate. He was going to 
start me in his down-line with basic sales. Good multi-level marketing 
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companies do not like using the word “sales,” because the product, if it’s 
good, sells itse/f. But his goal was for me to get into industrial “sales.” 
That is where the serious money was in sales. The company either 
creates a new territory for you to service, or you'll take over the territory of 
someone who has moved on, for some reason. 


Gerald Delieden was a White dude who got me into the same company 
that had discriminated against my dad: Continental Can. He got me there 
as a cooperative education student in engineering. 


At Can, there was an engineer there named Ronald Karka. He was a 
paraplegic. He was the best engineer there, and the youngest. The other 
older engineers hated him because he was clearly better than they were 
despite the years of engineering experience they had over him. His talent 
was, of course, his engineering expertise. But his other talent—and this is 
why, | think, he was better than the other engineers—was his personality 
when talking to Shop, where the parts were actually made. He had an 
excellent rapport with the men in Shop. He also had big respect for their 
judgement. After all, they would be the ones machining the parts. 


He’d be “on the board,” meaning the drafting board (no CAD-CAM back 
then) drawing out a part; working out the intricate math when consulting 
with the Arab mathematician in the next-door office. But he was always 
smart enough to take the time to go to Shop and confer with them on the 
design, where the part would actually be made. And he'd always take me 
with him, despite the two crutches he needed to get around. 


Karka took a big interest in me. He would take me all over Can—to Shop; 
to its massive library; to the Arab mathematician’s office (You'd be 
surprised how much goes into making a can!); to the lab of a self-taught 
Black physicist. That’s right: self-taught. Back in the day, there were 
hobby shops, technical magazines you could subscribe to, etc. Plus, that 
physicist was just a genius—very nerdy, but a nice dude. 
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One day, Karka sat me down and said, “Ron, | want to mentor you 
through your engineering. I'll stick with you. Listen: the traditional way to 
really learn engineering is OJT.72 Come to work at Can full time. You can 
take your college engineering courses at night. It will take an extra year or 
two to get your degree. But the advantage is that you'll be working here, 
full-time, making good money. And if you have any problems with your 
courses, /l/ help you with them.” 


It's possible that Karka saw me as “paraplegic,” perhaps, due to the 
hurdles that were put before Black folks in America. | prefer, though, not 
to overly-psychologize. In my view, he was simply being a human being. 
And if he did make the offer because he saw me as he saw himself, fine. 
It was a great offer. Probably someone had helped him along the way. 


Greg Cooke of the Illinois Institute of Technology; the people at Lexicon, 
Inc (You'll read something about that later); a White Jewish meat-packing 
place where | worked as a Word Processor, and where | was offered a job 
for life; Lever Brothers, Inc., which made toothpaste, and where | was 
offered a laborer’s job for life, by the White HR head, because of my work 
ethic that my dad taught me; A White woman that | had as a passenger in 
my cab when | hacked, and who, without having to do so, got me out of a 
big jam by hiring me to work in the purchasing department of one of the 
branches of the University of Illinois; the White Deans of the University of 
Illinois, and you'll read about that too later, and others were all decent 
human beings, not inherently racist just because they were “White” 
people. 


And it was because of my dad’s teachings to not judge people as an entire 
people that | had some good, and great, experiences in life. You judge a 
person as he comes to you, until he proves he’s an asshole, then you get 
your Louisville slugger and bust him upside his head—JUST KIDDING!! 
Not everybody wakes up in the morning planning to f*ck over you. Life is 


72 On-the-job training. 
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not like that. Keep yourself open. And beware of the racial games being 
played in our society at this time. Those games are destructive, and 
they're gonna take our country to hell if we don’t get ahold of that sh*t. 


I'll give one more example, and this includes three things: Not prejudging; 
not being racially paranoid; and not short-changing yourself, meaning to 
not believe that you “can’t” do something. | decided that | wanted to try to 
have my own business, operating out of my own home that | had 
purchased. | had a computer, a printer, and some kind of mail-merge 
software. | had mastered it not only by working on jobs, but by practicing 
in my free time. 


| decided to try something I’d never done before. On June 27, 1977, the 
U.S. Supreme Court handed down its decision in Bates v. State Bar of 
Arizona, which struck down prohibitions against advertising by attorneys. 
| think it was around 1985 that | made a decision to do something | had 
never tried before. 


| created some letterhead, as fancy as | could, and sent 500 introductory 
letters to 500 law firms, informing them that “TextMaster is open for 
business” and that | would be happy to service their company by 
processing their advertising mailings. Thanks to my dad, | did not make 
the assumption, “Ain’t no White folks gone do business with no Black 
man!” | had no such assumption whatsoever in my mind. 


| had never been in business before. So | had no track record 
whatsoever. But, you know, theatre can work on paper too. | built myself 
up, but it was legitimate: | did have great expertise at the use of mail- 
merge software. It had become second nature to me. 


One day, | received a phone call. It was from one of the lawyers, or the 
business manager, of Lawrence W. Korrub & Associates law firm, which, 
at that time, was located at 343 S. Dearborn, in downtown Chicago. We 
made an appointment for the next day, and | went there Jaked up. 
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This is what surprised me. When | arrived there and she took me into her 
office, she was talking to me, with ease, informally, as if ! was a colleague 
that she'd known for years. “Yeah, excuse the mess here,” she said as 
she was stepping over boxes of stuff. “Okay, what we have here is a 
mailing list of...” Wow!! Despite my not having any pre-judging in my 
mind, | was stil/ surprised. I'd never negotiated anything business-wise. 


Well, we quickly agreed on pricing, and the next day | arrived with what 
was then called floppy disks (computer storage media). She directed me 
to their computer. | downloaded their mailing list to my floppy disks, took 
them home, and processed their mailing on my equipment. | was in 
business. And | can’t tell you how powertu! it felt to receive my first check, 
but not as an employee. That check was made out to TextMaster. 


The first day | walked into that office, with my sh*t-colored self, that 
woman did not blink an eye, as had happened to my dad at Continental 
Can. Times had changed. Oh, concerning going into business. | was on 
the elevator, one Saturday, | think it was, leaving Korrub’s office. He was 
the head of the law firm. 


We got on the elevator and | asked him, “Why do so many businesses 
fail?” Korrub was a bankruptcy attorney, and he had lots of clients. 
Without skipping a beat, he said, “Lack of initial capitalization.” And as | 
recall, he said that even before you go into business you should have 
enough money already saved, from which you could support yourself for 
2.5 years, just in case you didn’t make it, or something like that. To start a 
business on a shoestring can be done. But it’s really not advisable. | 
think he told me that some 90% of start-up businesses fail. Do your 
homework. Taking your time is not wasting time. Taking your time saves 
time. And be real with yourself, but also be daring. 


Keep your eyes opened. Always look for opportunities to improve. A 
Black woman at Korrub’s told me about something called user groups. 
User groups were gatherings of people in a particular field, like Word 
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Processing, who would assemble somewhere, like a hotel, and there an 
expert would train them, for free, in the latest updates of a software 
package. Software was being developed rapidly, constantly changing and 
being updated, and it paid for Corporations to sponsor such free updates. 
| went to my first one at the Bismark Hotel, thanks to that Black sister. | 
was the only Black there. Nobody gave a sh*t about my color. It was all 
about learning and keeping up with the latest software updates. 


Last, | very fully understand the hurdles. There are regular life hurdles 
that will always be there. But, yes, there have been hurdles specifically 
that were created artificially, such as the hurdles that were thrown in front 
of my dad and |. Perhaps | should say the wall that was thrown in front of 
us. We had to figure how to get around, or over the walls. 


Ugly games have been played, such as the development of the mass 
incarceration industry, which politicians should see as a blight on 
American society in the sight of the world. | know what’s happening. 


As I’d mentioned earlier, people have different experiences and it could be 
the unfortunate set of circumstances that they had no control over—laws 
skewed more in favor of the elite; a rough family life; a surrounding toxic 
environment, and other things—that threw a wrench in their lives and 
pushed them into various problems. 


In fact, | had the incredible honor, for a short period of time, to work with 
the great Michelle Alexander, in an effort 
to persuade a Baha’i millionaire to join in 
on a plan to help create a special program 
for Black prisoners designed to eventually 
get them into the job market, once freed. 
Of course, Mrs. Alexander, a legal scholar 
and a Baha’ herself, has committed her 
life to the reform of the prison system and 
to the upliftment of Black people, God 





Michelle Alexander 
Courtesy commondreams.org 
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Bless her. Honestly, I'd never seen anybody, in my entire life, work as 
hard for Black folks as Michelle did. She’d get sick, and if you suggested 
for her to slow down, it was a wasted suggestion, and she'd continue 
working, as well as keeping to a grueling appearance schedule. 


| know what the deal is. | just happen to come from a generation where 
parents just didn’t countenance what they perceived as excuses, whether 
they were excuses or not. All I’ve ever known is to fight—mostly myself. 
And | have my mom and my dad to thank for giving me the strength to do 
so continuously. They are the source of the energy | needed, during my 
retirement, to write this book. Parents are the foundation. They have to 
be there in order to train and prepare the children. 


The Payback — in scores 
Darkness turns into light 





Darkness to Light 
Courtesy divinespeechblog.wordpress.com 


But as for you, ye thought evil against me; but God meant it unto 
good, to bring to pass, as it is this day, to save much people alive.” 


electrician’s apprenticeship, | was furious, of course. | decided that 

| would go back to Chicago and finish the assignment that Chaka 
had given me: to obtain a degree in engineering, no questions asked. The 
organization had broken up by then, but now | had extra reason to finish 
my assignment and become an electrical engineer. A word about Chaka 
is significant. 


/\ fter | was discriminated against and blocked from entering my 


Chaka was the President of the Black nationalist organization I'd joined in 
1969, the AANS. He ran his own small-business printing company, 
servicing individuals and businesses on the south side, primarily, from the 
large back room of a storefront at 555 E. 75" Street where he had his 
printing equipment. Our meeting area was in the front room of that 
storefront. Our Black nationalist program was to sever seven states, in 
the south, as an independent nation for black people. Chaka told us that it 
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was “legal,” according to the United Nations, for a people to invoke the 
right of self-determination through “defacto-partition” and attempt to create 
our own nation. True or not, we believed it and we worked for it. 


Also, back then, there were islands for sale, for as little as $50,000. So, 
Chaka had an island-buying program also, in which we would raise money 
to purchase an Island, and there we would set up our headquarters, 
broadcasting into the U.S. mainland to Black radio stations, encouraging 
Black people to move back down south to our “ancestral homeland.” The 
first phase of Chaka’s program would take 50 years. Obviously, Chaka 
thought big. The Nation of Islam wanted five states. We wanted seven: 
Tennessee, North Carolina, South Carolina, Georgia, Alabama, 
Mississippi and Florida. 


One day, at a regular Sunday meeting, we were all seated, waiting for 
brother Wole to start the meeting. But, instead, Chaka came out from the 
back room. Something was different. He was carrying a yellow legal- 
sized pad of paper. He started reading: 


“Here are your assignments. They will require obtaining junior college or 
college degrees: 


“Jomo, you will become a medical doctor. 
Kataka, you will become an architect. 
LaChumbay, you will become a lawyer...” 


At this point, we were all looking at each other, quietly startled. Chaka 
had given no heads-up on this. 


“Statrice, you will become an inhalation therapist 
Patrice, you will become a machinist. 
“Abu, you will become an engineer...” 
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| raised my hand. Chaka, annoyed, said, “What?” | said, a bit nervously, 
“Uh, Chaka, | don’t understand. College, to drive a train?” The only 
engineer I’d ever heard of was the position of train driver for the ‘L’ 
(elevated) train of the Chicago Transit Authority. It certainly would be fun 
driving a train, especially through Chicago’s subway. 


Chaka just stared at me amoment. “Abu, it’s an applied science. Get it 
done.” 


“Monifa, you will obtain a degree in mathematics...” and the assignments 
went on and on and on, for each person in the AANS. We would have 
normally had a very formal meeting: Wole would come out and welcome 
any guests; mention which number meeting it was; recite a calendar of 
AANS events, and then introduce Chaka. Chaka would come out and 
speak about the purpose and mission of the AANS. Then, Kenyatta, the 
head of our military, Mau Mau, would speak about Black manhood, 
strength, etc. Ashabi, the head of our women’s division, Aka Karenga, 
would speak about the role of women in our “nation.” 


Not this time. After Chaka gave out the assignments, he turned around 
and started walking back to the back room to his printing machines. We 
were looking at each other, some sighing, others shrugging their 
shoulders. | stood up and quickly followed him to the back. 


“Chaka, uh...Chaka, | can’t do a science. Science includes math, Chaka, 
and | flunked math in elementary school and high school. They just let me 
pass with a D. | have no ability in math. | can’t comprehend it, Chaka. | 
don’t want to try going into something that’s a science, and then end up 
flunking. It would be a waste of time.” 


Chaka was now working on his printing machine. He stopped, looked at 
me, and said, “Why are you attempting to start a conversation with me? 
You have your assignment. Get it done.” 
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This was madness, | thought. | don’t even know where to begin. And | 
told him that. “Chaka, | mean, how am I....” He sighed, frustrated, and 
said, “Abu, go to Wilson. It’s a junior college. There you will be able to 
make up your deficiencies, after which you can transfer to the University 
of Illinois and begin your engineering studies.” | said, “But, Chaka, | don’t 
even know where I’m going. | mean, you’re talking about ‘engineering,’ 
and...” This time, he was more ‘helpful,’ if it can even be called that. 


“Abu, the University of Illinois is on Taylor Street, in the Italian 
neighborhood. Go over there. There is a bookstore there. You will see a 
rack that has a stack of course catalogs. Those catalogues contain the 
list of courses for each field of study at that university. Look in that 
catalogue for engineering. We need you to study either mechanical or 
electrical engineering, | don’t care which one. Look at the requirements 
for entering the university, as well as the requirements for entering the 
engineering college. 


“When you finish your Junior college studies, you will then transfer your 
credits to the University of Illinois and do whatever else needs to be 
done—whatever tests need to be taken—to get started studying 
engineering. Our nation will need engineers. Now, | have a print job to 
get out for a customer. And if you have any other questions, don’t ask 
me. Get it done.” | stood there for a moment, amazed that he knew such 
details. Chaka turned his back to me and continued working on his print 
job for his client. Case closed. Get it done. 


Well, it was one year later and the AANS had disbanded. But | decided 
that | would get my degree in electrical engineering, come back to Gary, 
Indiana, and somehow fight hard to pave the way for Black folks to 
become electricians in Lake County. One intention | had was to fight to 
become a member of the Lake County Electrician’s Apprenticeship Board 
so there would be some black representation there. 
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| moved back to Chicago, with my then wife and one kid (eventually we 
had another child), my baby son, and went to work. | patched up my math 
skills at Wilson Jr. College as well as independent study, got enrolled at 
the University of Illinois Circle Campus, and started working hard towards 
my goal. | had several incentives. Firstly, to improve my family’s 
economic lot. Secondly, to do my duty, as a Black nationalist, to finish the 
assignment Chaka had given to me, even though the AANS had 
disbanded. Third, as stated, to get my degree and get back to Gary. 


The year | entered Circle Campus, the first thing | did was go to its library 
to read the charter of the University. | wanted to know where | was at: 
what was the underlying philosophy, if any, of the University. And | read 
something that would change the lives of many black and “minority-group” 
students at that university: The University of Illinois Circle Campus was an 
urban commuter campus, dedicated to the people in the community. In 
my mind, that translated to me, and my people. Truth be told, though, the 
adjacent community was Italian, and the Italians were livid that their 
neighborhood was gradually being changed, not to their liking and not with 
their permission. 


Nevertheless, still a Black nationalist, | had a commitment to Black people 
wherever | was, especially in a University environment. | met Dennis 
Daniels. At the time, he was the Assistant to the Dean for Minority-Group 
Students. Dennis was one of those smooth cats who could sit, with ease, 
in a meeting with the Deans of the engineering colleges, exhibit great 
intelligence, speak perfect Kang’s Anglish and exhibit pristine courtesy. 


But Dennis had another side, and that would eventually come out. He 
was one of those Black men who could switch roles, from Jaked-up 
sophisticated intellectual to virtually a kick-ass gangster from the hood, if 
that’s what the situation took. | would soon see a demonstration of that, 
and | would sit there shocked. Perhaps more importantly, Dennis knew 
when to play which role. 
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After | read U of I’s charter, | went into some deep contemplation. | 
decided that | wanted to start an association of Black engineering 
students—lke sort of a Black fraternity, minus the Greek stuff. We would 
be hardcore serious and demanding students, dedicated to matriculating 
through the tough engineering curricula there, and dedicated to each other 
for the same. | wanted to call it, The Association of Black Engineers. 


Dennis was totally cool with it, except for one thing. “Ronald, I’m so glad 
you came to this University, because I’d been seriously thinking about 
forming such an association. But here’s the reality: We can’t call it The 
Association of Black Engineers. We'd have to call it something like, The 
Association of Minority Engineers.” 


| blew up—but only inside. My jaws were tight. | was salty. | knew that 
this Association was going to exist. But this idea of including every 
damned group that considered itself a “minority” pissed me off. 


| saw this inclusion of everybody and dey mamma, as we used to say in 
the hood, as a watering down of what our people needed. | didn’t like the 
idea of being called a “minority,” because, in my mind, this represented 
something like a trick that was “designed,” | felt, to water down the rightful 
attention to our people and our specific needs by including others. 


Dennis was like maybe eight years older than me, around Marcus's age. 
He read my expression and started chuckling. He goes, “Ronald, don't 
worry about it. Most likely, ain't nobody gone join the Association anyway, 
except Black folks. But to get the Association going, we have to accept 
the climate.” | had total confidence in Dennis, though | still didn’t like the 
idea of a “minority” Association. 


There were two more steps, and they were pretty much routine 
requirements of the University. First, we’d have to officially register as a 
campus organization. The second requirement was to announce, 
somehow—like on a bulletin board, or something, | can’t remember—that 
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our new organization existed. Included in that announcement was a date 
that open debate about the new campus organization could take place, 
and any student could come to raise objections if they wished to. | didn’t 
like that, but it was campus law. Dennis assured me, “Ronald, it’s merely 
routine. The Association is a done deal. We just have to go through 
these routines. Besides, there will probably be no more than a handful of 
people that'll show up.” | became the first President of the Association of 
Minority Engineers. 


Well, before the date of that meeting, Dennis, myself, and some other 
Black folks, men and women, who were interested met to plan things 
out—a budget, when we would meet, where we would meet, what, if any 
equipment we would need, how to start a technical library for the 
Association, etc. We had no idea about budget, and all that Dennis would 
say, in the meeting, is, “Don’t worry about that.” That bugged me, but | 
trusted him. 


Well, the date of the open campus meeting came. And even to Dennis's 
surprise there were way more than just a “handful” of people there. 
Lecture center E-1, | think, is where the open campus meeting was held, 
and there was standing room only in that large lecture hall. Most of the 
students attending were White. My jaws were tight. 


| would speak, and then Dennis would speak. Dennis was sharp. He saw 
us as a team, with me acting as the heavy, and he acting as the smooth 
negotiator. The meeting started, and it was not long before it was all 
shouting, with one White student after another, hollering such things as, 
“Why can’t you just be AMERICAN!! Why do you have to talk about 
BLACK!” That was always a standard way that anti-Black White folks, 
back in the day, would try to destroy anything Blacks wanted to do as a 
people. 


! was on the stage. And | was not Dennis, who would speak after | spoke, 
and would be the gentleman. | was jabbing my finger in the air, trying to 
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be like and ook like Malcolm. | was smart enough to shoot down every 
objection. “Yeah, you White folks have your fraternities, on campus, and 
you have ‘the files.” 


They didn’t know that / knew about “the files.” They were cabinets filled to 
the brim with previous final examinations that White fraternity brothers 
would donate to their fraternity after the professor had handed back their 
graded exams at the end of a quarter. Everyone knew that engineering 
and science exams rarely changed in any significant manner. And even if 
they did, you were dealing with an applied science, engineering. It wasn’t 
sociology, where you can wax philosophical, and speculate and theorize, 
etc., although that’s a bit of a stereotype. Sophisticated sociological 
models, using high-level statistical analyses and the tool of computers, 
were integrated into the study of sociology. But it wasn’t engineering. 


Engineering was purely math and science. The answer to a problem is 
either right or wrong. There was no such thing (and the professors would 
tell you this) as “But, | got everything right on that problem, except the final 
answer.” In one class that | had, | heard one professor say to a student 
that had said that, “Tell that to the mourning family of the deceased who 
was killed in a car accident because you ‘almost’ designed the motor 
right.” 


So, if a professor “changed” a final exam so that it would be “different” 
than other finals, in truth no such change could actually be possible. Math 
was math. Science was science. If you had the problem-solving abilities, 
then “the files” were “study guides.” If you didn’t have the problem-solving 
skills, but could memorize, you could at least pass the course with a C- 
grade, sometimes, especially if a professor happened to have not 
changed a single thing on an exam from previous quarters, which 
sometimes happened. In truth, as Dennis and | saw it, “the files” were 
nothing more than a way of cheating; a way to help frat brothers 
“succeed.” 
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After | mentioned the files, the room was full of angry red faces. | guess | 
wasn’t supposed to know about the files. But this was a university 
campus, and people ta/ked. There was this one White guy who, for some 
reason, was the biggest objector of them all to our having our Association. 
| was wondering, “What the hell is wrong with this man?! What threat 
does our Association pose?” He seemed totally irrational. 


’'d done my job well. I'd stood there, taken it, and battered down all 
objections. Now it was Dennis’s turn. He would do the intellectual thing; 
the rational thing. He stood up from his chair, walked to the podium, 
loosened his tie, and the first words that spilled from his mouth were, “You 
motherf*ckers, you!!!” 


| thought, “Oh, no!!” He’s blown itl!” | knew that / could put it down, but | 
was not expecting that from Dennis, especially using foul language! In 
fact, | got nervous, thinking that he had royally gone way too far, and had 
destroyed the Association before it even got started. But, you know: 
Chicago. It certainly wasn’t as if any Chicagoan sitting in that lecture hall 
hadn't heard or used the word motherf*cker before or hadn't been in, or 
watched, a fistfight. But! swear, he had me thinking that he was gonna 
run out into the audience and start physically kicking some ass! | sat 
there and thought, “This is not what was supposed to happen!” He was 
supposed to back me up with smooth. Had he done it on purpose? 


But something happened. His speech was so, so, so awesome that, 
when he finished, there was pin-drop silence in the lecture hall. It seemed 
that he had caused all those White students to feel like sh*t. And, hey, he 
was not begging for their understanding, no. Absolutely not. He'd 
spanked then like he was their daddy. And, in a sense, he was. He was 
older. He was sharper. His academic degree was in Geography. He 
knew people. He was just a magnificently gifted and fearless Black man, 
dedicated to his people. Besides, this was Chicago. The audience could 
take it. 
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When the meeting ended, the crowd left silently. Dennis and | left, and as 
soon as we got outside, Dennis chuckled a bit, and said, “That was fun!” 
Chicago fun. He put his tie neatly back in place. It was now time to 
attend a pre-arranged meeting with all the Deans of the engineering 
colleges. On the way, Dennis surprised me with a lecture. 


He said, calmly, “Ronald, there are three ways to attain enlightenment. 
One way is by meditation. Another way is by Divine Revelation. And 
another way is by the intense study and mastery of science, especially 
physics. We're going to meet the Deans, Ronald. They are enlightened 
men—seasoned scientists. There will be no need to do what we just did. 
You need to know that, Ronald. Don’t go in there with your jaws tight, 
because they'll see it, and you'll lose a bit of respect. In short, be cool. 
What we just did was for the unenlightened, you know? When in Rome?” 


He then told me that, because they were enlightened men, they simply did 
not have, within them, the capacity to hate Black folks or anyone else. | 
had a little problem believing that, but Dennis had led this thing all the 
way, and it was happening. He said, “Ronald, the Deans see the 
establishment of this Association as a way for them to attain a feather in 
their cap.” | go, “What do you mean?” He answered, “They want to prove 
that they helped to disprove the stereotype of Black folks being incapable 
of mastering a science. Believe me, Ronald, they are determined to prove 
it. It's an ego thing, yes. But it’s gonna work in our favor, believe me.” 
Between E-1 and SEO (Science and Engineering Offices) I’d received a 
powerful lesson about /ife—one that dad had told Marcus and | many 
times: “You judge a man as he comes to you.” 


Maybe a lot of our people are rightly paranoid. And if that’s so, whether 
it's legitimate or not, it has to be conquered. Paranoia can cripple you; 
keep you from making moves for your betterment. 


Dad meant, do not pre-judge someone because of his race or because 
he’s a pimp in the street or a ho on the blade, or even a thug, though | 
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admit that | have a problem not judging thugs. You judge him as he 
comes to you. You judge him as he presents himself. If he’s just being 
slick and presenting a false image, nothing you can do about that. You 
take the high road. | admit having a big problem taking my dad’s advice 
when it comes to the average politician. 


| tell you, | had to adjust fast, and as we walked towards SEO | was 
thinking, “Damn, | wish Dennis had schooled me on this ahead of time!” 
But he had. | just hadn’t been listening carefully. We finally made it to 
SEO. We walked inside the room where the meeting was being held. All 
the Deans of every engineering Department were there: Electrical 
Engineering, Chemical Engineering, Systems Engineering, Mechanical 
Engineering. | cannot remember if there was an Industrial Engineering. | 
think that Industrial had changed to Systems Engineering. 


They all were sitting there with legal-sized notepads, a couple of them 
smoking pipes. As the meeting progressed, | could see that Dennis had 
already had a brief meeting with them, and Dennis confirmed that with me 
after the meeting. There was no debate whatsoever. Dean DeFotis goes, 
“Okay, how large an office do you require? I’m thinking that one of the 
large labs in SEL (Science and Engineering Laboratories) would be best.” 


Another Dean said, “You'll need lab equipment. That’s there. We can 
arrange for acquiring any specific needs that you may have in terms of 
equipment.” Another Dean said, while puffing his pipe, “What about 
budget? Dennis, we'd briefly discussed it, but any more details?” It was 
Dennis's turn, and he went big. “Each Engineering Department will adjust 
their budgets to supply...” and he rattled off some dollar figures that he 
had already calculated, in percentage of budget terms, of each 
Engineering department, that each Department would be required to 
provide to The Association of Minority Engineers. 
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Aw, man! Dennis was a motherf*cker!!74 | began to wonder if he had 
previously went into each Dean’s office, closed the door behind him, and 
threatened his life! There did not exist an air of pleading or begging in that 
meeting. It was business. The meeting ended. Hands were shaken, 
smiles were exchanged, and everyone left. It was the first professional 
meeting of any type that | had ever attended. | felt like a foreigner, but | 
felt really good!!! Dennis had often said to me, “Ronald, I’m so grateful to 
you!! We needed someone like you!! Too many of our people prefer to sit 
on their asses and bitch or beg. | ain’t begging for sh*t.” And it wasn’t 
because Dennis was a thug that he helped us get what we wanted and 
needed. It was because he was professional, respectful, and strong. 


As first President of The Association of Minority Engineers, and as a tutor, 
| was an absolute asshole. I'd known, from jump street, that for the 
Association to be successful, we'd have to be close to brutal—both to 
ourselves and to the general Black engineering student population. 


If you were an engineering student, and came to me for tutoring, and | 
looked at the problem, and saw that you'd been jiving; that you hadn't 
really studied, I’d say, “Get out of my office, and come back when you're 
serious!!” It was a tough-love trick I'd do. One brother got so angry when 
| said that, he said, “Motherf*cker, | outta take you behind SEO and whup 
yo ass!!” | immediately stood up and said, “Let’s go. | need a break 
anyway.” 


He looked at me, frowned up, and said, damn near whining, “Man, what 
kind of brother are YOU!” | answered, “I’m the best brother you GOT—at 
least here on this campus!!” He turned to walk out. When he got to the 
door, | did the love part. | chuckled and said, “Brother, hold up. Come on 
back. Let’s rap.” 


74 In this case, “motherf*cker!!” refers to an exceptionally powerful individual 
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| said, “You got any relatives who are working engineers?” The odds of it 
being so were virtually nil, as there were very few Black folks going into 
engineering. He answered, “Naw.” | said, “Then you're behind already. 
Listen to me: Percentage-wise, when the White student's at Sunday 
dinner, at his crib, and uncle Bill is there, he'll go, “Uncle Bill, can you help 
me with this Thermodynamics problem after dinner,” and Uncle Bill goes, 
“Sure, Mike!” Well, you ain’t got that, brother. | know that.” 


Of course, as | was to find out later when | befriended (to my surprise) a 
couple of White guys, it certainly was not the case that every White dude 
on campus had an “Uncle Bill.” This one White dude | befriended had 
grown up poor, fought his way into the University, and would hang out with 
us. Cool dude. Worked hard. He’d not been spoon fed. Another serious 
White engineering student I'd befriended had been an orphan in an 
orphanage. He hadn't grown up spoon-fed either. But the stereotype 
worked for me in the analogy I'd put before the brother. | was tough- 
loving. 


Then I'd say, “Give me your weekly schedule...What do you do on Friday 
night?” He’d answered, with a smile and a chuckle, “Friday night?! Shiiiit, 
brother, you know, Friday night is NIGGUH night! You know: Go out to 
the club, pick up me some broads. You know...hang out.” I'd go, “That 
sh*t ends, brother. It ENDS. It ends for Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, 
Thursday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. This is engineering, brother. 
You're in prison.” 


The Association had generated a list of all the places that we knew of, in 
Chicago, that were opened either until midnight or all night—private 
libraries you could get into, weird out-of-the-way coffee houses, etc. 
Northwestern University Library, at that time, allowed anyone to use it and 
closed at midnight. | think the University of Chicago Regenstein Library 
was opened until midnight. Across the street from that library was the 
Regenstein lounge, and that was open 24 hours a day, as | recall. | used 
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to go there to study. It was very relaxing and had that Ivy league 
intellectual atmosphere. Atmosphere can be big. 


| gave him the list, and said, “If you want to really be an engineer, you're 
gonna have to bust yo ass. Here’s some places that stay open until 
midnight and afterwards, some of them. I’m gonna help you this time, 
brother, with your problem. But next time you come for tutoring, you'll 
have to prove to me that you at least gave it a much better shot at solving 
the problem than what you’ve shown me today.” He smiled and 
apologized for having invited me to thump behind SEO. The next time | 
saw him on campus, he was running towards me, waving a piece of 
paper. It was an exam—an exam that he’d aced. He went, “THANKS, 
brother!!!” | smiled and said, “Thank yourself. And keep it up!” 


One day, about ten of us members of the AME were in our lab in SEL, 
studying, scattered throughout the room, sitting at the long lab tables. 
Some were tutoring. Low and behold, guess who sticks his head in the 
lab? That same White dude that had tried to crucify us for not being 
“American”; for being “racist” just because we wanted our own 
engineering association, walked in. | saw him first. He smiled, 
uncomfortably, looked at me, and said, “Uh.....Can | come in?” 


The other dudes in the lab turned their heads to see who it was. We all 
wore HUGE Afros. In our minds, it was an extra statement that meant, 
“Yeah, goddamit, we are down with the game, and we got our academic 
sh*t together too!” | nodded—without a smile—and he came in. 


He said to me, “I’m having a problem with my double-E. | can’t find a TA 
and | can’t find a professor. Well...Uh....| heard that you guys.....| 
mean...” | eased his embarrassment and said, “See Tony—he’s the one 
sitting up nearest the blackboard. He’s Double-E.” 


Tony Thomas was a Junior-level double-E major. “Double-E” stood for 
Electrical Engineering. Tony was a stone intellectual, but also a typical 


The Payback — in scores 199 


Black-folks-style clown. | watched from my seat, because | figured that 
Tony might really clown while tutoring a White dude, just to f*ck with him. 
It was pretty much inevitable that he would do so. | was right. 
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Te stcabtedt= -S¢ a syle - scat large blackboard in the 
lab that stretched from 
wall to wall. He 
started at the left end 
of the wall and ended up damn-near filling the entire board with all kinds of 
very high-level Double-E equations. | think they were called Laplace 
Transforms, or Inverse Laplace Transforms. 





Laplace Transforms 
Courtesy YouTube.com screenshot 


Every now and then, after slapping a section of the problem on the board, 
Tony would turn around and start dancing and smiling, staring right at the 
White dude. | was thinking, “That dude ain’t gonna be able to take that. 
He'll be gone soon,” which was what | was actually hoping for, since, back 
then, White people, despite the Deans, were my enemies, as | was still a 
hardcore black nationalist, although Dennis had certainly taught me a 
thing or two about negotiation in this life. | felt that the White dude would 
feel that he was being mocked, so he’d leave. Yeah. Tony was trying to 
f*ck with his mind. 


Tony danced. But that dude sat there, unaffected by Tony’s clowning, 
feverishly duplicating, in his notebook, everything Tony would slap on the 
board. He didn’t give a sh*t about Tony “acting a fool,” as my mom would 
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have put it. Of course, she would have got up and danced foo, since she 
loved to dance. 


Tony would keep dancing while the White dude kept looking up at the 
board, as if Tony didn’t exist, back and forth jotting down everything. 
When he finished, Tony would slap some more stuff on the board, and be 
explaining it along the way, like any professor, as the equations poured 
out of him with ease. He’d turn and say, “Got that?” The dude would 
quickly say, “Got it.” Tony would start dancing again. 


My tutors were trained to be big assholes also (not near as big as me, 
though). They were kinder than | was. Tony was not an asshole. On the 
other hand, Tony did not countenance excuses. He was just nicer than 
me. If Tony had perceived that that White dude had not tried, Tony’s 
approach would have been to sit there at that table with him, and say, 
“Okay, let's see if you can get it.” The only reason Tony helped in that 
way was because it was clear that the dude had the material fairly under 
his belt. 


| wondered. Tony was not into Black consciousness or Black nationalism, 
or anything like that. But | had the distinct feeling that he was purposely 
dancing to make a statement: “Yeah, White boy, that’s right! You're being 
TAUGHT by a nigguh!! A Black-assed, dancing nigguh! And ain't sh*t 
you can do about it, because your TA and your professor have 
disappeared!” It was as if he was saying, “Here | am—your stereotype, 
but also the real me; the competent, problem-solving, sh*t-colored, 
double-E scholar.” 


Tony got to the end of the problem, and said, “That's it.” The White dude 
looked in the back of the book to check the answer, pulled his head up, 
and exclaimed, “THAT'S IT!!!! YOU GOT IT!!! YOU GOT IT RIGHT!!! 
YOU GOT THE RIGHT ANSWER!!!” Tony answered, in a somewhat 
playfully arrogant, Black-folks style, “Damn straight!” The dude replied, 
“THANKS!!!” He stood up and ran out of the room. | looked at Tony and 
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said, “Man, you crazy!! | thought that White dude was gonna split.” Tony 
laughed. 


About maybe 20 seconds passed, and that White dude had returned. He 


presented himself virtually as the urban equivalent of a Klansman during 
that open meeting in E-1. 


One day we were all sitting around rapping in SEL. | straight-up asked 
Tony, “Man, how'd you get so good in Double-E.” Instantly, he answered, 
“My parents. We didn’t have much. My dad worked, and my mom stayed 
at home as a housewife. Every evening we ate dinner together. It was 
required to be at the dinner table at dinner time, no excuses. 


“We didn’t have much. | remember our next-door neighbor—they had 
everything, everything material. Both the husband and the wife worked. 
Their kid stayed in trouble. Sometimes the cops would take him to the 
local jail until one of his parents could come and bail him out for all kinds 
of stuff. We were just lucky...blessed. It gave me a foundation.” 


Tony’s brother was smart too and was on campus. | can’t remember what 
his major was, but he was doing very well. Tony eventually graduated. 

He was going to become a bio-engineer but decided to be a pediatrician, 
so he went to med school, and got in easily. Many years later | saw him 
somewhere and he was working as a pediatrician. 


Sometimes | wouldn't have driven to school, because my car was down, 
or my then wife needed it to go somewhere. So, I'd have to take the train 
to Circle. Damn near the moment | got off the train, one White dude or 
another would be running towards me: “Hi, RON!!! Hey, did you get 
problem number 7 in our physics class??!!” I’d want to tell him, “No, get 
the hell out my face.” 
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But Dennis had schooled me: “Ronald, now listen to me. | know how you 
feel about White folks. But like | told you—and you should know this by 
now—They don’t give a sh*t about who they learn from. They don’t wake 
up thinking about you, Ronald, okay? Or any other Black person for that 
matter. Seriously. Not really. Also, we cannot demonstrate any hatred or 
any hesitation in helping them if they ask. That sh*t just ain’t gonna work, 
Ronald.” So, I’d agree to help that White student. “Yeah, | got it.” | liked 
to eat my breakfast, sometimes, over in Farr Hall, | think it was, where 
there was a kitchen and they cooked food. I’d go, “C’mon walk with me to 
Farr.” We'd get there and I'd help with the problem. 


| was not some genius, now. | just busted my ass, often losing sleep 
working on problems and trying to satisfy a young, hot wife—at 3:00 a.m. 
in the morning. The brutal schedule would, in time, destroy the marriage. 
| was too hard. So were Jomo and Shango, two of my best college 
friends. 


One or the other of us would drive each other home at the end of the day, 
whichever had their car that day. | think we scheduled alternating. We 
were in different majors, but we would study together in the library. At the 
end of the day, we knew how to find each other. This one day Shango 
had driven his car. The day ended, and Shango would drive Jomo and | 
to our respective cribs. 


There was unusual silence in the car this time. And then, something 
happened that, had it been written as a script and sent to Hollywood, it 
would have been rejected as “not believable.” Shango said, “Well, 
brothers, Eusi is leaving me. She said to me that it’s either her or med 
school.” Jomo and I, almost simultaneously, said, “Damn, Shango, that’s 
f*cked up!” 


We rode on in silence. The silence was broken by Jomo. “Well, brothers, 
| didn’t want to say this, but lyoka has threatened to leave me. Shango, 
she told me the same sh*t Eusi told you—she gone leave me if | don’t quit 
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school.” | said, “Damn, Jomo, what are you gonna do?” He answered, 
“What the f*ck you think I'm gonna do. It's med school. Chaka gave me 
that assignment, and I’m gonna finish it.” Jomo, like me, had been a 
member of AANS, and the assignment Chaka had given him was to 
become a medical doctor. It didn’t matter to us that the AANS had 
disbanded. We had our assignments, and they were centered on our duty 
to Black folks. 


More silence. My turn. “Well, brothers, Matalaba already left me, last 
week.” There we were, three young men, each of our wives either already 
gone, or about to split—with a threat. To this day, | have no idea 
whatsoever whether those women planned that, or what. | always 
chalked it up to unfortunate coincidence. 


For decades, | blamed Matalaba for leaving—with the kids. But, after 
decades of reflection, and life’s experiences, | realized that we young men 
were too hard. You cannot—no matter how much she claims that she’s 
“down with the game” put the average 20-year-old young woman through 
your having to stay up, sometimes virtually all night, studying, even 
though, being young, | was still able to...ahem...take care of the business. 
Plus, on top of that, | always played with the kids, read to them, sung to 
them, did everything | could to make sure they got the input that my dad 
had given to my brother and |. As you'll learn later, nothing was lost, and 
much was gained, by God's Grace. 


But after a few years of that insane schedule, studying until 1:00 a.m. or 
2:00 a.m., then making love to my wife, then getting a couple hours sleep, 
then getting up to help with breakfast for the kids, then going to Circle’s 
gym, where | would run 10 laps around an elevated track, to keep 
“healthy,” wore me out. Eventually, she left—as did Jomo’s wife and as 
did Shango’s wife. 


Perhaps this is where dedication goes too far, right? Not necessarily. |’ll 
tell you, shortly, a few wonderful stories and outcomes that could not have 
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been predicted, outcomes that reached into the past (The Electrician’s 
Apprenticeship Board), as well as far into the future. 


More silence, as Shango kept driving. We started having a conversation 
about dedication; about our duty to ourselves, our families, and to Black 
folks. At one point, Jomo said something that would turn out to be sucha 
powerful and wonderful prophecy for me. He said, “Man, lyoka telling me 
to leave med school for her. What | look like telling Kalunji that he should 
go to college, if | haven't even at least tried?” Kalunji was his son, and that 
statement remains, for me, one of the most powerful statements | have 
ever heard. 


Matalaba left me in 1973. She had every right to. She had been an 
absolute gem, supporting me to the max. No question whatsoever about 
that. But enough was enough. So, she walked out, with my kids, AC and 
Yeenee (nicknames). Back then, everybody was naming their children 
African names. My African name was Abu Mwezi Amwana, and | was just 
called Abu. My kids had African names, legalized from birth, but | won't 
mention them. 


Anyway, two years later, | was sitting in a high-level physics final exam. 
My grades were still holding—nothing special. You don’t get any big 
grade-point average in engineering, | don’t care who you are. Dean 
DeFotis had told me that the average engineering student anywhere gets 
no more than a C-plus average, because of how difficult the curricula is. 
Maybe by grad school, if you go, you can pull some Bs and As. 


Anyway, I’m sitting in this high-level physics final, and my mind goes 
blank, as if | had forgotten everything I'd ever learned about math, 
physics, chemistry, or any other course. | stood up and walked my final 
up to the professor and set it on the podium. He looked at me, frowned 
with obvious sadness, and said, “Are you sure, Ron?” | said, “Yes,” and 
walked out. 
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| don’t know if I'd experienced some form of nervous breakdown. But two 
years without my family had finally taken its toll. 


Despite me being a hardcore Black nationalist, wearing combat boots to 
Class, all the instructors respected me and wished for my best. But my 
mind had gone blank, at least temporarily. | had a friend that lived in St. 
Louis, who was an Ahmadi Muslim. His name is Sulaiman Mahmud. It’s 
interesting that some of the famous black musicians, such as Yusuf Latif, 
Ahmad Jamal, and many others, were Ahmadi Muslims. Anyway, | called 
him. He’d been a former member of the AANS. 


| called him and said, “I gotta get out of Chicago for a while. I’m 
exhausted. | don’t know what to do.” Being a former down-with-the-game 
Black nationalist, he immediately invited me to his apartment. And he had 
a wife, who had also been a former AANS member, and who had also 
converted to “Ahmadiyyat,” as that branch of Islam is also called, as well 
as four children. | stayed with him for a few months, then moved back to 
Chicago for a while and worked day labor. While in Chicago, | joined the 
Ahmadiyya Muslim Community. Then | moved back to St. Louis, stayed in 
the attic of the mosque, and then eventually got a full time job working at 
Southwestern Bell, and acquired my own apartment on Natural Bridge 
Street in St. Louis. 


Time passed, and | eventually moved back to Chicago. | found out that 
Jomo had finished his undergraduate. He'd taken the MCAT exam, 
required to get into med school. And he'd secured the required three 
recommendations from medical doctors that was also needed. But his 
undergraduate grade point average was not good enough, and he was 
rejected from entry into med school. 


But he was not deterred. He took advantage of U of | med school’s 
petition process, and petitioned to be accepted, telling them that, if they let 
him in, he would work hard and succeed in med school. His petition was 
accepted, and he entered med school. Where is he today? Today, Jomo 
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is one of the top emergency medical physicians in metropolitan Chicago. | 
once visited him at Bethany Hospital, on Chicago’s West side. He’d 
finished the assignment that had been given to him by Chaka for the 
cause of Black folks! When | visited him at Bethany, he told me that he’d 
saved many Black lives as an emergency medical physician. 


| didn’t finish Chaka’s assignment for me, but something astonishingly 
wonderful happened that beat my having graduated by light years. 
Decades after | left Circle, | asked my grown son, AC, to go with me to 
Circle, as | wanted to get some transcripts, or something, for some reason 
| can’t remember. While in Farr Hall, someone ran over to me—a staff 
member that I’d known when I’d been a student there decades earlier. 


When he reached me, he said, “Aw, man, | thought that was you!!” He 
then said, “Is this your son?” | go, “Yeah—bigger than me!” He looked at 
my son and said, “Young man, you should be proud of your daddy!! 
Because of him, scores of black students graduated, over the decades, 
finishing up in engineering!! 


“Do you know what that means, young man! It’s not just that scores of 
Black students graduated because of your daddy establishing The 
Association of Minority Engineers!! It means that they graduated with a 
high-level degree that will get them good-paying jobs! They'll be able to 
educate and be an example for their children! And that example could go 
on for many generations to come!!” 


My son looked at me, blushing. | was stunned. | thought about The Lake 
County Electrician’s Apprenticeship Board, and how they had dicked me 
out of my apprenticeship. And then | thought about how | had WON. 
Their evil racism had turned into humongous good. Although | didn’t 
finish, scores of others did, because | had entered Circle for my people. 
And that success had been triggered by an initial, evil racism, and then 
fueled by my efforts. Again: I'd won. Black people had won. America, 
despite all, had won. 
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Me, this one little Black man that had “lost” his chance to become an 
electrician, had used my rage to work for my people. One corrupt entity 
had stopped one of us, but scores of others blossomed. This is a lesson 
in life, and | hope the reader hears it and understands it. The Electrician's 
Apprenticeship Board tried to stop me. They did evil against me. But as 
the Bible says, God can take the evil that is done and turn it into good. My 
son is Christian and sent me this verse from the Bible recently: 


But as for you, ye thought evil against me; but God meant it unto 
good, to bring to pass, as it is this day, to save much people 
alive (Bible, Genesis 50:20) 


But that’s not the only thing! There’s more! 


On Saturday, November 29th, 2008, at 6:06 a.m. at Jackson Park Hospital, 
my mom passed away. As all too often happens, unfortunately, she had 
not left a will or anything. So, | had to ramble through her papers to settle 
her final business, which | did successfully. Both of my grown children 
from my marriage to Matalaba, AC and Yeenee, were helping me. At one 
point | decided that we needed a break, so we walked up a couple of 
blocks to 79 Street, where there was a restaurant. 


They had been raised by their mom, with an occasional presence from 
me, such as when they stayed with me for a summer, or I'd enroll them in 
Kung Fu classes, which | also attended. | didn’t have much input of any 
significance—or so I'd thought. 


At one point, | said to Yeenee, who had graduated from Northern Illinois 
University, “Yeenee, you are something else!! Girl, you're so successfull! 
You own four homes! You’re degreed!! You’re a teacher in the Chicago 
Public School system. You mentor Black students through college. Girl, 
you got it going on!!” 
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She looked at me smiling but had a puzzled look on her face also. | go, 
“What?” She said, “Daddy, that’s because of you!!” She could see | was 
puzzled. She goes, “Don’t you remember? Ido. When we were little, 
and you came back from school, you’d play with us for a while. 


“Then you'd sit down and put me on your right lap and AC on your left lap. 
And you'd be sitting there with a book in front of you, reading. 


“Of course, | had no idea what it was about. But | thought to myself then, 
‘When | grow up, I’m gonna be just like my Daddy, and study hard!” Aw, 
man! | instantly broke out crying, all the guilt I'd sustained finally pouring 
out of me—the guilt of putting my mission for Black folks ahead of my 
kids. | was crying like a baby, and /oudly. Both AC and Yeene giggled, 
but then came over to me and gave me a big hug. AC had also finished 
college, and he kept saying, “Believe it! It’s true. | was thinking the same 
way Yeenee was, when you had me on your lap, and | was determined to 
work hard in my life.” 


He’s now 51 years old, he’s long been degreed’5 and gainfully employed, 
and recently bought a huge home. But that’s not the end of it. His auntee 
Paula, now deceased, had a granddaughter who is young and in her late 
20s. She is currently in law school and doing very well. My son has 
allowed her to stay at his large home, at least for a while. She’s has 
successfully completed a couple of semesters of law school. So, | feel 
VERY GOOD!! The influence of my mom, dad, and the pre-1960s Black 
community on me has trickled down to my children, and now, because of 
my son, Nilijah has a comfortable and quiet place to stay while studying 
law. 


Jomo had said: “What I look like telling Kalunji that he should go to 
college, if | haven't even at least tried?” | had tried. Despite what 
sometimes felt like | had the coldest heart on earth, | had to try. We can 


75 | am not certain of the value, these days, of a college degree, but it certainly 
did my kids a lot of good. 


The Payback — in scores 209 


sit, forever, and regret everything painful that happens to us. But it goes 
back to what Old Blue Eyes’6 sung: “I just pick myself up and get back in 
the race! That's life!!” | kept it rolling. | had help along the way. 
Remember: Judge a man as he comes to you. Try to keep a free mind. 


Interesting side note: In my 53 years working in the job market, | never got 
fired by a White person, except when it was clearly my fault for coming in 
falling asleep every day (See next chapter). The one job | got fired from, 
and for definitely no reason, was the last job | had had for ten years. And 
| was fired by a guy who had not been at that job long: a coal-Black man 
from THE CONGO, which is damn-near the very center of “The Mother 
Land,” Africa!! 


The “brother” traveled 7,081 miles, from Africa, just to fire me!! 
=< Map Of Africa 










The Democratic Republic of — .... 
The Congo We : 
ATLANTIC — 
OCEAN i gf: 


| guess the Congo didn’t get the message: 


Black Lives Matter!! 
(But not in The Congo) 
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Dee and Me 
1986 


hacked from 1977 to 1980. One day, in 1978, | picked up a fare in 

downtown Chicago. He wanted to go somewhere near the intersection 

of Homan and Douglas, on the west side. That was way out of the 
Loop area of downtown Chicago, where you could rack up a ton of quick- 
hustle, small fares that, at the end of the day, had netted you between 
$100 to $150 clear, after deducting for the lease of the cab and gasoline 
expended. The dude looked cool, so | easily took the fare. 


| dropped him at his destination, near Homan and Douglas, and then 
wrote the fare down on an index card. |’d transfer all the notations of fares 
that I’d made on the index cards into a tiny, dime-store ledger when | got 
home in the evening. 
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It was a warm and pleasant day, so after | recorded the fare | decided to 
sit there in the cab, enjoying the weather and taking in the scene—a 
scene that was typical for the west side of Chicago at that time, and one 
that tore into my heart. It was a ho stroll; a blade; a track; a strip; an area 
where prostitutes “walked,” plying their trade. They were all Black women, 
and their form of ‘dress’ made it more than obvious that they were 
hustling. 


The west side, in some areas, was like an isolated island. As Bishop Don 
Magic Juan, the “greatest” pimp in America, “internationally-know,” as he 
likes to put it, had explained in the 1999 documentary, American Pimp, 
which was produced by the Huges brothers, 


What year it started, | think it was something like 1969 | was tryna get 
my feet wet. You know, a guy that’s coming to The Game””, his 
options is a dream to want to have a ee 
Cadillac, the clothes, a female, the 
jewelry—different things like that. It was 
a thing where | was so young where the 
girls used to have to come ask my 
mother could they take me shopping— 
with they check. | mean, | mean it’s just . 

like it was something that, uh, was Bishop Don Magic Juan 
blessed upon me... Courtesy allhiphop.com 





| didn’t live next door to no doctor or no lawyer. | lived next door to 
pimps and dope dealers, man. When | sit on the porch and come out 
the house, | don’t see nobody with no briefcase. | see a guy coming 
out with two, three girls, man, with some diamonds and some flashy 
suits, and a big pretty car. That was my role model.4# 


| saw cars cruising, with White guys | assumed were from the north side or 
the north shore suburbs of Chicago. | was no longer a Black nationalist, 
but my blood boiled as | saw the White dudes cruising, looking for Black 


rv 


77 “The Game,” also called, ironically, “The Life,” refers to “pimp’n and ho’n, 
that is, pimping and prostitution. 
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female flesh. | felt that, as a Black man, | was being slapped in my face. | 
felt as if | was being told, by those White dudes, “We got your Black ass, 
and we've got your woman!! And you're too weak to do a damned thing 
about it!” | was infuriated. But, quite frankly, the feeling, on the racial tip, 
was wholly irrational. Because there were plenty of Black dudes cruising 
too—maybe more so—looking for the same thing the White dudes were 
looking for. 


With respect to the Black men who were cruising, | would think, “There’s 
no excuse!! | can see the White dudes exploiting our women!! How can a 
Black man, though, disrespect our sisters like this!! They don’t have a 
conscience!!” But, as Ann Baker, a singer, said to Miles Davis, “A hard 
dick has no conscience,” and she would open the door to Miles’s hotel 
room and walk in fo prove it.46 


My mind shifted to what | then perceived, and still perceive, as the 
lowering of the dignity of women. |’m now, of course, fully aware of how 
The Game goes—The Tao of Pimpology, it might be called. As the pimps 
say, “Hey, she chose me,” indicating that they don’t go out, kidnap a 
woman, and force her at gunpoint to ho for them. ‘Old school’ pimps 
express this reality in their typical, colorful, pimp-poem manner: 


I'm suited and booted, 
look’n for hos, tryna get chose 
so she can sock it to my pocket! 


The Knight in Shining Armor inside of me was f*cking with me, but what 
could | do? Nothing. Certainly not in the middle of my cab hustle. Also, 
I'd always been a square, and now | was a religious square, often the 
most obnoxious type. At one point, | hollered out loud, as if some being 
inside of me had possessed me. That's how automatically it came out: 
“Oh, God, please let me take at least one of these sisters off the street!!” 
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Eight years later | was on the train with AC and 
Yeenee, my two kids by my first wife, Matalaba. 
I'd enrolled all three of us in a Kung Fu class at 
7600 N. Sheridan Road, taught by Fundi Ben 
Yamin. Fundi was a black Kung Fu instructor 
who'd been taught by the famous Nganga Tolo 
. naa, previously known as Ray Cooper and who 
NgangaTolonaa __ 2/So went by the name Mfundishi. 
(Ray Cooper) 

Courtesy Ray Cooper had been a 
johnkeehan. blogspot.com student of one of the 
most insane, but gifted and deadliest martial 
artists on the set, John Keehan. In 1967, Keehan 
legally changed his name to Count Juan Raphael 
Dante. Danté was a typical, Chicago, bigger- 
than-life character. He walked around with a pet 
lion, literally. He was a pimp, a hairdresser, ran a Count Danté 
string of auto dealerships, associated with the Courtesy Wikipedia 
Mafia, orchestrated the infamous Dojo’8 wars. 








On April 24, 1970, Danté and some of his students of his Black Dragon 
Fighting Society performed a dojoyaburi’? on the Green Dragon Society’s 
Black Cobra Hall. The incident ended in the death of fellow sensei®? and 
friend of Danté, Jim Koncevic. Danté was ultimately acquitted. 


78 A dojo is a martial arts instruction facility. 

79 Dojoyaburi means “Dojo Storm.” The practice of raiding other Dojos began 
in ancient Japan. It was the action of visiting a rival martial arts school in order 
to challenge its members to prove superiority. Sometimes, students of the 
losing side would abandon their Dojo to study under the instructor of the 
winning side. 

80 Martial arts instructor 
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And according to former mob lawyer, Robert Cooly, Danté had 
masterminded the notorious 1974 Chicago Purolator vault robbery in 
which 4.3 million dollars was stolen. It’s claimed that Danté was 
questioned by an Illinois grand jury but passed a lie detector test. 


Dante is truly the founder of mixed martial arts. He is the first person to 
abandon the traditional stylish form of kumite (sparring), as he felt that it 
was impractical in a real-life street (Chicago street!!) situation. He started 
teaching full-contact martial arts and was hated by the entire American 
martial artis community for breaking the martial artis kumite tradition of 
punching or kicking close to a target on an opponent’s body to win your 
“ippon” (scoring point), but not actually striking it. 





Danté with his black students 
Courtesy pacotaylor.medium.com 


One good thing about Danté was that 
he was the first martial artist in 
Chicago to teach Black folks the arts. 
Danté pissed off the entire martial 
arts community of Chicago because 
of openly teaching Blacks and 
Hispanics. Prior to Danté, no martial 
artist in Chicago would teach Black 
folks and Hispanics. And the Chinese 
senseis would teach no non-Chinese, 
White, Black, Hispanic, or whoever. 


| once walked into a Chinese dojo on north Sheridan Road. Heads turned 
and stared at me as if | were dirt. | sat at the sensei’s desk, opposite him 
and he arrogantly barked, “For what reason should | teach YOU?!” His 
arrogant assed attitude pissed me off, and | did something foolish—but | 
survived. | snatched three vials of his ginseng from his desk, opened 
each one of them, and guzzled the ginseng down. It was a super stupid 
thing to do. But that was my mom inside of me. And | guess it appeared 
so bold to him that he sat there, stunned. | stood up, arrogantly, and 
walked out. He could have ended my life. It was a foolish thing to do! 
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Well, continuing, my kids and | were on the L train, returning from dojo. 
The train stopped at Cermak Road, 22" Street. A Black woman got on. | 
couldn't believe it. I'd never seen any woman use a train as a ho stroll. 
The way she was “dressed,” that’s what it seemed like she was doing. 
Using the ‘L’ train as a ho stroll was bolder than Chicago. | thought, “She 
must be from the west side.” 


My first reaction was typically male: a part of my anatomy saluted— 
effortlessly. This troubled my religious, square side greatly. | thought, 
auzubillah-i-mina-Shaitan-i-rajeem*®". |t was clear that the saluting part of 
my anatomy had no knowledge whatsoever of the Arabic language and 
was also not very religious. Ann Baker was right. 


| noticed that she was carrying a stack of papers. She sat behind me, 
next to a guy, and immediately started talking to him about the dangerous 
of possible nuclear annihilation in a nuclear war. The year was 1986, and 
the Cold War between the Soviet Union and the United States was still hot 
and heavy. She also warned about the dangers of nuclear power plants 
and nuclear energy. She talked about the difference between fission and 
fusion. 


She boldly lectured on and on, as the dude next to her kept saying, “uh 
huh...Really?...No sh*t?!” | figured that he didn’t give a sh*t about the 
dangers of nuclear war and had his mind on those smooth, bare, Black 
thighs. But she was so deep, in terms of her mastery of the subject of 
nuclear war, nuclear energy, nuclear power plants, that | was tempted to 
interrupt and join the conversation so that | could /earn something. | was 
actually astonished at her knowledge. 


Eventually, she invited him to a meeting of the Physicians for Social 


Responsibility, an anti-war organization of physicians that was working 
hard to inform people about the dangers of nuclear power plants, 


81 God protect me from Satan the accursed 
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weapons of mass destruction, etc. “Now you gone be there, right,” she 
asked the dude. “Oh, yeah!!!” he lied. Despite how fine she was, | really 
doubted that he would attend such a meeting, fine or not. 


Her mastery of the subject stunned me, and | thought, “A ho with social 
consciousness!!” It was a prejudicial and judgmental thought, as would 
later be totally confirmed. We were now approaching the 63" Street stop. 
| could sense that she’d stood up and would be getting off. “Okay, | hope 
you come to the meeting, baby” she said to the dude. 


A flock of butterflies flew all over my insides. | did not want her to get off 
that train. | actually didn’t know what, exactly, was happening. | guess it 
could be said that | was experiencing the birthing pains of unformed 
thoughts. All | knew is that she was not getting off that train. Being a 
square, | thought, “What would Yeshiah do!” Yeshiah was Marcus, my big 
brother, who goes by that name. My mind answered, “He'd be bold.” 


As she began walking past me, | grabbed her by the wrist, and in the best 
imitation of my brother's this-woman-is-mine flirtatious voice, | said, “Look 
here, baby, where you going?” She smiled, but had that typical Black 
woman expression that portrayed, “Man, who the hell you think you are?!” 
What to say now?! “Hey, | was just listening to your piece. Look, I’m with 
my kids,” and pointed to them, trying to indicate that | was harmless. 
Yeenee was not happy and was frowning. AC was smiling. 


She said, but with a smile, “I’m going to visit somebody.” What would 
Yeshiah do? “No you ain’t.” Her eyebrows raised, and she gave me 
another Black woman look, this time putting a hand on her hip. | had to 
humble-up. Now Yeshiah was not there, so | had to improvise. | lowered 
my voice, and said, “Hey, | don’t mean no harm, you see I’m with my kids. 
Listen, ride with me to 79". I'll take you somewhere where the people will 
really appreciate what you're about.” She gave me a suspicious look, but 
still smiling, and said, “Weeeell...Okay!!” She really had nothing to fear. | 
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found out, later, that she used to enter fist fights, on the west side, to 
protect her big brother. Ass-kicking, in Chicago, had no gender. 

She got off with us at 79" and the Dan Ryan Expressway. | flagged a 
cab, peeled off some dough, and sent my kids home to their mom. 
Yeenee was still frowning. AC was still smiling. He was a true Chism. 


On the way, | told her where | was taking her. It so happened that a 
regular Sunday meeting of a certain group of people who were into a form 
of Black consciousness would be starting at 2:00 p.m. and if we walked at 
a fairly good clip we’d get there. We got there on time. | was Muslim but 
had suffered my second failed marriage. That marriage had been an 
arranged marriage, that | volunteered to enter, to a Muslim woman I'd 
never seen before in my life who lived in another state. | don’t think | have 
to explain why it failed. 


Anyway, the group had a restaurant and | used to hang out there, as part 
of my recovery from my failed marriage. I'd 
acquired a girlfriend there, Doreen. Dee and | 
finally arrived at the meeting and found a seat. 
The speaker was one Nasi Asiel Ben Israel, one 
of the most dynamic, entertaining, 
knowledgeable, and typical, Chicago-style, 
bigger-than-life men on the set. Asiel was 
deeply admired in certain sectors of the Black 
community and was considered somewhat ofa _Nasi Asiel Ben Israel. 
Robin Hood. To the FBI, though, he was ue une 
considered a robbing hood. 





The TV magazine, 20-20, hosted by the famous Barbara Walters, had 
featured a segment on Asiel’s group, The Original African Hebrew- 
Israelite Nation of Jerusalem, a much more sophisticated form of what 
used to be called, back in the day, the “gangster Hebrews.” Walters 
interviewed a red-faced FBI agent, who said (and I’m paraphrasing), “We 
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know they have somehow channeled $10 million dollars into a Swiss bank 
account. We just can’t figure out how and we can't prove it’s theirs.” 

If true, then apparently Asiel and crew had no intention whatsoever of 
waiting for Reparations. 


Rumor had it that Asiel had somehow “planted” two Black women, who 
were computer experts, at a downtown bank where they had legitimately 
obtained employment. The rumor is that those two women, unbeknownst 
to bank superiors, were transferring bank monies to their group’s Swiss 
bank account. Of course, | know nothing whatsoever about that. 


Asiel is the only Black man that /’ve known who was wanted by Interpol— 
the International Police. Sometimes, such colorful individuals are highly 
admired by the people of marginalized communities, my dad and pre- 
1960s Black folks excluded, at least the folks in my neighborhood. As one 
Black man said about Asiel and the Hebrews, “Hey, at least they ain’t 
snatching purses! They're doing it right, on the high side!!” 


Back when I'd hacked, | had picked up a fare in 1980 at the northeast 
corner of 63" & Cottage Grove. There was a medical clinic there. A 
Black man who was wearing a white doctor’s coat flagged me down. He 
was holding the arm of an older man who was breathing hard and panting. 
The doctor asked me to drive him to the Osteopathic Hospital, and to wait 
for him there until he settled his patient, because he would need me to 
drive him back to his clinic. | drove him there and waited. 


He finally returned. As | drove on the way back to his office, he’d noticed 
my kufi—my Islamic cap. He said, “You Hebrew?” | said, “No, but my 
brother is Hebrew.” We then had a general conversation. | told him that | 
was planning to return to school so that | could finish my engineering 
degree, but that | first had to raise the money, and that’s why | was 
hacking hard. He said, “Money?! You’re worried about money? You told 
me your brother was Hebrew. You know Asiel?” | said, “Yeah, but not 
like as a friend, or anything.” 
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He said, “Get that money from Asiel.” | go, “What makes you think...” and 
he interrupted, leaning forward. He said, “Hey, that’s what they do. That’s 
how | was able to pay for my medical training.” | go, “You're kidding?!” 

He said, “I’m serious as a heart attack. That’s what they do. It’s like 
insurance for them. I’m kind of in their pockets, you know? Like, they 
might ask me for favors.” | said, “Damn, that’s like the Mafia!” He goes, 
“No, they don’t operate like that—they ain't into hurting anybody. It’s an 
investment for them. Also, it’s cool, because they helped me, a Black 
men, become successful.” | thought, “Deep.” 


Dee and | sat next to each other engrossed in Nasi’s delivery, as he 
openly teased, smiling, and asking the crowd, “Ya'll see 20-20 Thursday?” 
The audience instantly broke out in laughter. He had a huge smile, teeth 
showing. But then, through the pretense of befuddlement, he turned to 
one of his aides, and said, “Horaymiel, you know anything about $10 
million dollars in a Swiss bank account?” 


Feigning a serious tone of voice, rubbing his chin, and frowning in fake 
bewilderment, Horaymiel said, “Hmmmm. Naw, Nasi, | don’t know 
anything about no $10 million dollars in a Swiss bank account. Ain’t no 
Black folks smart enough to put no $10 million in a bank account that’s 
all the way in Switzerland.” The audience roared again. It was funny, and 
bold. But! thought, “This man is walking on a tightrope!” And | really 
didn’t like the crime thing. But it was funny, | have to admit. 


At one point, | felt a little tap on my left shoulder. | turned to see who it 
was. It was Doreen. Sh*t! She had a huge smile on her face, and not 
because she was happy. Quite the opposite. That was sometimes her 
way of telling you she’s pissed off. I'd walked in with a woman who might 
as well had been naked. | already knew how | would take care of this. 


Back in the day, there was an expression: When you come in wrong, you 
come in strong. The meeting ended. | said to Dee, “Hold on a second, | 
gotta talk to somebody.” | walked with Doreen to a corner of another 
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room, and immediately she whispered angrily, “What are you doing??!!” | 
shot back, “No, you tell me what I’m doing?!!” 


Her eyes widened. She tried to speak, whispering, “You come in here...” | 
cut her off and whispered. “No, | said, YOU tell me—seriously—what am | 
doing??!!" She looked at me and got quiet. Theatre time. 


| turned my back, walked around, put my hands in my pockets, walked 
back to her, and said, “Look at us!! We sit here in these meetings talking 
sh*t about ‘helping our people,’ but the moment | walk in here with 
somebody who NEEDS some help—as should be patently obvious—I 
have to get jumped on by you, my woman, whom | love.” 


She goes, “But, what do you think I’m supposed to....” | cut her off and 
said, “I’m not talking about this now!! I'll talk to you later tonight,” and | 
walked away. Not nice, / know. But, as | said: When you come in 
wrong, you come in strong. | found Dee and we left. When we got in front 
of the storefront, we exchanged numbers, and she said, “I'll call you 
tonight, baby.” 


The first call that night was from Doreen. At the time, Doreen was a 
fervent Christian, though | would eventually succeed in converting her to 
Islam. She attended Reverend T.L. Barret’s Church on the south side, on 
55" Street. She had obtained a degree in journalism and spoke the 
Kang’s Anglish perfectly. She had traditional, southern-based parents, 
and demonstrated traditional southern courtesy and dignity. 


She said, “Good evening.” | replied, cheerfully, “Hey!” She said, calmly, 
“Well...| apologize for my suspicions. But you must admit that it just did 
not look right, you coming in there with that....person.” It was at that 
instant that those unformed thoughts that were being birthed on the train 
were now born and fully formed. | would raise Dee up—somehow. |, a 
stone square, would somehow take her off the streets—permanently. 
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“Remember when | told you what Hazrat Khalifatul Masih Salith, may God 
be pleased with him, told us Ahmadis about 
‘making friends?” | was a member of the 
global Anmadiyya Movement in Islam, which 
now calls itself the Anmadiyya Muslim 
Community. It was founded in 1889 by Hazrat 
Mirza Ghulam Ahmad. It has a current 
estimated membership of about 70,000,000 
people, of all races in some 200 countries. It 
was founded with the express intent, explicitly 
stated by the founder, of waging “The Last 
Hazrat Ahmad Jihad,” which, he said, would be a ‘jihad of the 
Courtesy en.wikipedia.org nen,” spread peacefully through “argument and 
gentle persuasion” and through personal example, not through war. 





At the time, The Movement, as Ahmadi Muslims referred to the 
organization back then, was floundering in America, gaining very few 
members. This represented a great decline from the past. After Dr. Mufti 
Muhammad Sadiq, the first Anmadi missionary in the United States, had 
arrived in New York City in 1920, it's estimated that by the 1940s there 
were about 10,000 Ahmadis in America, of various races, that had 
converted to Anmadiyyat. Some estimates say “tens of thousands.” This 
progress began to decline with the rise of the Nation of Islam, under Elijah 
Muhammad, but chiefly due to Elijah’s greatest student and disciple, 
Malcolm X. 


The membership that Anmadiyyat had gained in America had included 
some of the greatest Jazz artists of all time, such as Yusuf Lateef, Anmad 
Jamaal, Art Blakey, McCoy Tyner, Ahmed Abdul Malik, Idrees Sulieman, 
Talib Dawud, Dakota Staton, Abbey Lincoln, and others. But those days 
were gone, and the leadership of Anmadiyyat in America needed a 
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solution. So, it asked the then leader, Hazrat Mirza Nasir Anmad, who 
bore the title, Khalifatul Masih®2, for advice. 
Nasir Ahmad agreed to attend an annual 
Ahmadiyya convention that was held at Drew 
University in Madison, New Jersey. After 
having travelled around the country visiting 
many of the different Anmadi “Jamaats’” 
(communities), he summed up his assessment 
regarding Ahmadi failure in the United States 
by saying that Ahmadis were not “making 


Nasir Ahmad friends. 
khalifah-awwabblog.blogspot.com 





At the time, | was an active Ahmadi, and when | 
left Jalsa Salana (the name of an Ahmadi convention) | vowed that | would 
follow his advice, and drop the cold, lifeless method of standing on 
downtown corners handing out leaflets. | would be with the people, and | 
would do so sincerely, not for the purposes of recruiting, although | was 
hoping that Doreen would convert to Islam and join Anmadiyyat. 
Eventually she did, and remains an active Ahmadi to this day, unlike 
myself. I’m not active (as my potty mouth probably reveals). 


Doreen answered, “So you choose to begin that process by ‘making 
friends’ with a person who is obviously a prostitute.” Doreen sighed, but 
quickly continued, “Don’t you think it was a bit dramatic coming in like 
that?” She had me. “You're right. | apologize. But I’m determined to 
raise her up.” She said, “Abu, what do you know about doing something 
like that?” | said, “Honestly, nothing—yet. But I’m gonna talk to brother 
Phil tomorrow. He’s got to know what to do.” 


82 “Khalifatul Masih” means “Successor of The Messiah.” Ahmadi Muslims 
believe that their founder, Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad (1835-1908) was “The 
Promised Messiah & Mahdi,” both titles of which he had openly claimed, 
contrary to standard orthodox Islamic understanding concerning a prophesied 
advent of two men, Imam Mahdi and Isa (Jesus) who would establish Islam as 
the final world religion. 
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Amazing how patient (or crazy) Doreen was. Yeshiah had raised up two 
Black women off the streets of Detroit, 
but he was in Israel at the time, and | 
wanted some hands-on advice from 
someone who was here in Chicago. So | 
went to Phil Cohran. Phil Cohran was a 
well-known musician, internationally. But, 
to us, he was “brother Phil.” Those of us 
in the Black “enlightened” community 
embraced Phil as a wise elder. And that 
he really was, as would be confirmed 
later during the nine months that | would spend trying to raise Dee up. 
That's what it was called back then: raising a sister up.®4 





Phil Cohran 


consequenceofsound.net 


Once, years later, when Yeshiah’s wife, Ariellah, was visiting my wife and 
| from Israel, | asked her, “So how’s Yeshiah?” She answered, “He’s 
grown to be such a righteous man. But if he brings one more Israeli 
woman off the streets, I’m gonna kill him!!” She told me that he would go 
to the streets, find Israeli street women, bring them home, raise them up, 
and get them back into Israeli society. | suppose it’s in Chism blood. My 
son once tried to raise up an alcoholic Native American, even moving her 
in with him in his apartment. Pretty bold. But not for a Chicagoan. 


| tried not to think that there was a bit of sibling rivalry rolling around inside 
of me. But sibling rivalry or not, square or not, | was gonna try this. 


Doreen and | talked some more, calmed things down, and were back on 
track as a couple. Doreen meant the world to me. After my second 
marriage broke up, | was willing myself to die. | could feel the life pouring 
out of me. Doreen pulled me out of it, just by being who she was: a Black 
woman who deeply respected Black men who worked hard and were as 


83 It’s interesting to note that the most successful group in the Black 
community in raising a woman up off the streets was the Nation of Islam. 
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independent as possible. | had my own home, at the time, at 6339 S. 
Oakley, which | later sold to my Indian Muslim friend, Muhammad Aziz 
Ahmed, recently deceased. 


The conversation finally ended. About 20 minutes later, the phone rang. 
Itwas Dee. “Heeeeeeeeeeeey, baby!” she said when | picked up the 
phone and said hello. It was a greeting far less formal than Doreen’s. | 
instantly felt relief and didn’t know why. | replied, “Hey, sweetheart!” It 
was just a normal way of greeting in the Black community, although, with 
my square ass, | had to get used to it—and quick. 


Then she dropped something on me: “Look, if we gone hang, you need to 
know something from jump street: I’m a ho. | sell my body to pay my bills. 
And you ain’t gone change that. So, if you can’t deal with that, you need 
to step the f*ck on.” It was not said with anger. It was said simply as a 
matter of fact. By now, | didn’t need to search for any mental cues from 
Yeshiah, so | responded, “Ain’t no thang, baby, that’s cool.” 


It was crystal clear to me that she thought that she had sized me up, due 
to the type of place I’d taken her to. And she didn’t want some idealistic 
do-gooder, especially a square, tryna take her off the blade. She was a 
“sex worker,” as the sociologists call prostitutes. It was her gig. | was to 
learn, later, that she didn’t have a pimp. She walked sometimes, but 
mostly she was more a Call girl than anything else. But she certainly had 
quickly picked up my vibe: | was determined to take her out of The Life— 
even more determined than I'd been in finishing my assignment for 
Chaka. This assignment would get completed. 


We talked some more and finally ended the conversation. It was strange 
to me to learn that hos did not see every single man as a potential trick, 
unless you were weak and started acting like one. Then they would try to 
take you for every dime you had if they could—take you, your money, your 
jewelry, and your mind too, if you weren't careful. They had their lives 
compartmentalized, and the boundaries were pretty tight. There were 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 225 


pimps. There were tricks. There were neighbors. There was family. And 
there were friends. | was solidly in this last category. 


The next day | made it over to 75'" Street, east of Cottage Grove, where 
brother Phil had a storefront at which he held classes in self-healthcare 
and alternative healthcare methods. | went straight at him. “Brother Phil, | 
wanna raise up a sister—west side.” Phil had this disarming habit of 
smiling super brightly. He replied, “West side, hey. You got big nerve, 
brother. Have a seat.” We sat down. Phil could speak forever, and you 
would sit and be spellbound. But not this time. He would be quick. He 
gave me three pieces of advice. 


“First, brother, the sister don’t live by the clock. She'll be calling you, 
brother, in the wee hours of the morning, like 3:00 a.m., talking about 
nothing. If you really want to do this brother, you’re gonna have to roll 
with it. You'll have to submerge yourself into her world and do so without 
judgement. As best you can, you'll have to be available to her—and at all 
hours. 


“Secondly, she’s gone fest you, brother, and | mean TEST. /f you're a 
friend, you’re going to have to take her crap. And believe me, it’s coming. 
One way or the other she’s gonna do something purposely to get under 
your skin, to piss you off. But, you gotta hang, because it'll be her way of 
testing the friendship. That’s just how it works. 


“Thirdly, brother, if you fall in Jove with her, you'll blow it. She'll just see 
you as another weak trick, and in her mind you'll move from friend to trick. 
That's how it works, brother.” Phil was no nonsense. He would sit with 
you for as long as needed, but he had no time for small talk. He was an 
open man, but a very serious one, mostly about his music and about 
uplifting Black people. He smiled very brightly and then quickly stood up. 
That was his signal that it was time for you to split. 
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The next day, the challenge began. | started visiting her. She lived near 
Homan & Douglas, the same area where, eight years before, I'd dropped 
off that fare that I’d picked up downtown. The same area where Bishop 
Don Magic Juan had been raised. There were blades in other parts of 
Chicago, but nothing like the west side blade. The west side blade was 
the only dedicated blade. The west side was the capital of pimp’n and ho’n 
in metropolitan Chicago. 


Dee had three children by three different dudes, Darrick, Lil Bit, and 
Neecee. Neecee was the baby, literally. Dee was raising them herself, 
no help. 


If the doorbell rang and it was a trick, it was none of my business. It only 
happened a couple of times, and each time she'd say, “Aw, baby, my 
cousin’s here,” and she'd introduce me—her “cousin’—to him, and say, 
“Can | give you a rain check, baby?” Both times, the dude would say, 
trying to smother a clear sigh of reluctance (obviously horny as hell!!), 
“Yeah, baby, sure!! Nice to meet you, brother.” 


Dee was smart—really smart. Once when | was visiting, she said, “Come 
here.” | stood up and walked over to her. She embraced me and started 
feeling all over me carefully. She said, “What am | doing?” The question 
gave me an opportunity to get a laugh, so | answered, “Preparing, | 
guess.” She laughed. And then she said, “I’m examining you.” 


Most of Dee’s clients were medical doctors. She told me that they taught 
her how to help protect herself from disease by examining a trick first 
before she offered her services. She said, “You got these things called 
lymph nodes. When you're sick, like if you got a disease, they swell up. 
So, if | get a trick, and I’m warming the motherf*cker up, and hugging him 
and sh*t; and then | feel some swelled-up lymph nodes, it’s time to back 
the f*ck UP!! So, | make up some lie—drama, you know.” Theatre. 
Theatre works everywhere, especially on the blade. 
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like in a movie, or some sh'"t, I'll start walking around with both my hands 
over my face. They be like, ‘What's wrong!!’ I'll start crying, and say, 
‘What kind of person am I!! My AUNTEE just died!!!!' And | gotta get to 
her funeral,’ and I'll start crying again.’ 


“| be sitting there hoping that he makes the offer, and he'll go, ‘Hey, look, 
that’s yo auntee. Don’t even worry about it. We can hook up some other 
time.’ | go, ‘You sure, baby?’ He goes, ‘We can do this any time,’ and the 
chump leaves.’ The f*ck if I’m gonna let some DISEASED-ASS nigguh 
screw ME, condom or not!! And | ain't PUT’N my mouth ona 
muthuf*cka’s diseased-ass d*ck!!” 


Yeah, the extremely foul language was hard for me to get used to, 
especially after reading high-level Anmadiyya stuff. Her doctor tricks also 
supplied her with a variety of antibiotics. | really didn’t like that, because 
she seemed to take them like candy. It was crystal clear that her doctor 
tricks were concerned about their health, too. 


Time passes, and we’re like bread on butter—real close friends. “Friends” 
or not, juggling her and Doreen was a bit of a trial, but nothing on earth 
was gonna stop me from completing my mission, if God Willed. My 
introduction to street time began. 


It was 2:00 a.m. | was dead sleep. The phone rang. | picked it up, and 
before | could even sleepily say hello, the voice, without giving a greeting; 
without saying who it was, immediately said, “Abu, do you remember 
when | told you about that B*TCH last week, Patricia??!! You won't 
BELIEVE what that funky-assed HO said to me yesterday!!” | go, “What 
she say, Dee?!,” pretending that | was wide awake, and pretending that | 
actually gave a f*ck, especially at 2:00 a.m., about what Patricia or 
anybody e/se had said yesterday. “That b*tch told me she tired of coming 
over to my ‘little’ apartment. Stupid-ass B*TCH!! | told her, ‘Then keep yo 
funky ass the f*ck away from here, then, B*TCH!!!” Later, the next week, 
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she called again, in the middle of the night, to tell me that she and Patricia 
had made up, then quickly hung up. That's IT! “Hey, Abu, me and 
Patricia cool now.” CLICK. She hung up. No greeting. No conversation. 
No goodbye. 


The Ahmadiyya Movement in Islam was internationally known for its 
strong literary tradition. A lot of non-Muslim scholars around the world 
had written their PhD dissertations on Anmadiyyat—people like Spencer 
Levan, Tony Poon-Chan Chi, and others. They /oved writing about 
Ahmadiyyat, because it was virtually a brand new, modern religion, 
although, in fact, it was just a new sect of Islam. 


Ahmadiyyat had an extremely well-documented history and would allow 
researchers on comparative religious studies to visit its voluminous library, 
located in Rabwah, Pakistan. And | think there was one in Qadian, India, 
the birthplace of Anmadiyyat’s founder. 


The history had so meticulously been recorded that you’d read an account 
of a meeting, for instance, that had occurred in 1891, and it would go like 
this: “The meeting was held at 4:00 p.m. in the northwest corner of the 
rooftop of Mauvli Sanaullah’s house, who was wearing a black turban, 
green shalwas and brown sandals. Mirza Muhammad Afzal began the 
meeting, officially, at 4:17 p.m. He recited Al-Fatiha, and the first 17 
verses of Suratul Bagarah in a melodious voice. The wind was blowing at 
a direction of north by northwest. 


“Hajji Barkatullah started reading the minutes of the previous meeting, as 
was his usual manner, but painfully slowly. At 4:43 p.m. Maulvi Hakeem 
Ansari tapped Haji Barkatullah on his left thigh to signal him to read 
faster. At that moment, a beautiful red bird flew by, from the southwest, 
and Maulfi Abdullah said, ‘Al-Hamdulillah’ (All praise is due to God).” 


Now, | made that up just as an example, but it is no exaggeration. 
Ahmadiyyat is well known as the most documented modern religious 
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movement. Also, | had read many of the books written by the scholars of 
The Movement, all of which were very-well researched and highly 
referenced, such as the five-volume, 3,019-page tafsir (commentary) of 
the Qur’an written by Hazrat Mirza Bashiruddin Mahmud Ahmad, the 
Second Successor to Ahmadiyyat’s founder, a scholarly work of the 
highest order. I’m nobody's scholar, but the reading of Anmadi material 
really challenges you to step up, on the intellectual tip. 


And now, in stark contrast, at 2:00 a.m. in the morning, | was having a 
“conversation,” with a west side prostitute, about “that bitch,” “that 
“motherf*cker,” “my p*ssy,” “that ho,” “that nigguh,” “the f*ck if /...” “She 
can kiss my black ass,” and on and on and on and on about anything and 
everything that meant nothing. Phil was right. And | dreaded when the 
next thing he predicted would come: the test. And it came. 


It was 1:30 a.m. My car was in the shop. The phone rang. “I’m hungry,” 
a pleading, female voice, with child-like melody, said softly. It was Dee. 
“I'll be there.” There were some all-night junk-food joints around, and | 
went there and purchased some food. | then took public transportation, all 
the way to the west side. That was about 14 miles. 


| got there, and we sat there on the couch and ate. | noticed that she was 
occasionally looking out the window. By that time | knew her vibes. She 
was waiting for a trick. We finished eating. She goes, “Okay, Abu, bye.” | 
couldn't believe it! She’s kicking me out!! The west side was 
Conservative Vice Lord territory, a gang. I'd taken public transportation to 
the west side, to get off the bus, and walk through Conservative Vice Lord 
territory for this woman. And she’s kicking me out. | had assumed she'd 
let me spend the night on the couch, trick or no trick. 


| go, “You gotta be kidding.” She wasn’t. | started to say, “Just lemme 
stay here on the couch,” but her eyes were saying, “Get the f*ck out— 
now!” | left, my male ego deeply bruised. | was boiling inside, with anger. 
Where's the gratitude, | thought. But Phil had prepared me. At that hour 
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in the morning, the buses run every NINE DAYS!! | had a long wait, but 
there was nothing else | could do but hope | didn’t get robbed. Because of 
where | lived, taking a bus way east to downtown, and then hopping the 
train made no sense. | would have to get to Western Avenue and transfer 
onto the Western bus, which would take me just one block from my crib. | 
really felt severely abused. I'd been tested, just as Phil had schooled me.. 


The next morning the phone rang. “I’m sooooooorry, Abu! | won't do that 
again!” She didn’t have to worry about doing that again. Because no way 
was | going to get up and take the damned bus to the west side in the 
middle of the night, walking through Conservative Vice Lord territory. One 
test was enough. 


Throughout the next months, we'd have a super great time. | took her and 
her kids to the Museum of Science and Industry, the Field Museum, the 
Planetarium, the Aquarium, Lincoln Park Zoo. | can’t remember if we 
went to the bigger zoo, Brookfield. We had outings to roller skating rinks, 
and Dee should have been in the Olympics, she skated so well. We had 
other outings, like to outside fairs, restaurants, etc. 


We decided to have a big outing at a pizza joint. | borrowed Aziz’s van 
and took his children, Sulaiman’s four daughters, my two children, and 
Dee and her children to a pizza joint on Chicago Avenue. We put a 
couple of tables together, end to end, and had enough room for everyone 
to sit around comfortably. Dee and | sat at opposite ends of the table, 
facing each other. 


All the kids were talking and laughing and enjoying the pizza. Then, 
unexpectedly, | made a huge mistake. The atmosphere was amazing— 
very vibrant; very happy. My eyes locked on to Dee’s. And we were 
staring at each other. | was afraid Yeenee would notice, but | couldn't 
keep my eyes off of Dee. I'd failed. I’d failed brother Phil's third piece of 
advice: 
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Thirdly, brother, if you fall in fove with her, you'll blow it. 


Too late. No, it’s not too late. It's happened. All| have to do is hide it 
from her, a thing | knew would be extremely hard. A woman knows when 
you're in love with her. It was time for theatre again. I'd have to do all 
kinds of things, on the fly: not answer the phone some days; find things to 
bitch about, whatever. | was not going to blow this. | would raise her up, 
love be damned. 


| was working at Lexicon, Inc, at the time, an economics research firm with 
three offices around the world. | worked as a Word Processor, when word 
processing was big stuff. But it wasn’t a standard word processing 
software package. Lexicon had constructed its own word processing 
system or had hired some consulting firm to develop one tailored to its 
needs. On Saturdays, if the economists had a large document that 
needed to be produced and faxed to their other offices, they would call me 
at my home and ask me if | was willing to come in. They'd pay me time- 
and-a-half, or double-time, depending. 


They'd send a limousine to pick me up, and man did | feel like big sh*t. It 
was the summertime, and the neighbors would be sitting on their porches. 
They'd see the limousine waiting, and | played it up, as | trotted down the 
stairs and jumped in the back of the limo. Well, the day of the big sh*t 
Word Processer came to a screeching halt, years and years later, when 
word processing was being taught in elementary school, and “everybody 
and they mamma” had a PC at home. This is America. Stick your chest 
out too long, and somebody (or something) will punch it back in. Live in 
Chicago and stick your chest out too long, and you might end up taking 
residence somewhere in the next life. 


| was coming in to work at Lexicon and falling asleep at the keyboard. My 
supervisor, a really cool White woman, called me into the office and 
asked, “What's going on?” | tried to play it off: “I’m just a little tired.” She 
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goes, “Not every day. Look, we can’t have this. You know that. Tell me 
what's going on.” 


| took a chance and told her about Dee, and what | was trying to do, and 
how Dee calls in the middle of the night, and | “have” to talk to her as if 
that’s normal. 


To my surprise she was really cool with it, telling me that most of her 
friends, in her posh suburban neighborhood, were bigger prostitutes than 
Dee could ever hope to be—and they were married. She'd tell me how 
they would hold back sex from their husbands, “unless.” Unless he got a 
bigger home; unless he built another addition to the home; unless he 
purchased an additional car; unless he purchased a mini-yacht; unless the 
next vacation was in Paris, and on and on. It was legal ho’n in suburbia, a 
one-ho blade in every crib. 


She actually had me cracking up, and she busted some stereotypic 
notions I'd had about life in suburbia. “Look, Abu, you know we can’t keep 
you here if you’re gonna keep coming here falling asleep. You're a crack 
word processor, and we need you—but not fo sleep.” 


| got fired. Dee kept the middle-of-the-night chit-chat routine. | was really 
getting tired of it, in part because | didn’t like the idea of being something 
akin to one of her woman friends who served as an ear for gossip. | can’t 
remember if | went back to hacking or got that job at Sherwood 
Conservatory of Music or what. Whatever | did workwise, | would not give 
up on Dee. 


One time | visited Dee and stayed late. This time | spent the night there 
and slept on the couch in the living room. Somewhere around midnight, | 
was awakened by a low, moaning sound. | was sleeping on my left side. 
| opened my eyes, and Dee was standing about 10 feet away from me, 
facing her bedroom. Her left profile was to me. | could see, because of a 
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nightlight, that she was dressed in a long, ankle-length, white, see-thru 
nightgown. 


She was moaning and it sounded like she was crying. She stood there, 
hands dangling at her sides, moaning and standing perfectly still as if she 
were hypnotized. | could finally hear that the moaning was crying, but that 
she was also saying something repeatedly. 


What to do. A woman is crying. I’m aman. | was born in the era of the 
Knight in Shining Armor. But | was also Muslim. | was not even supposed 
to be there, in the first place, alone in the apartment with a west side 
professional hooker. It was a direct violation of the deen—of the Way or 
the practice of Islam, in a number of ways. Between walking through 
Conservative Vice Lord territory, and hanging out with a west side 
prostitute, | had one foot in the grave and one foot in hell. And there was 
nothing funny about either place, nor about this grueling mission | was on. 


| just stayed there, on my side, watching and listening. The whining 
became a bit louder, but the words being repeated, which | still could not 
hear, were the same. Enough self-flagellating! | just had to keep going on 
the Mercy of God. 


| stood up and walked over to her. | stood in front of her, and then pulled 
her to me and held her in my arms. Then | could hear the words she’d 
been repeating and that she was still reciting, hypnotically, her arms still 
by her side: “Oh, Lord! Don’t let my kids die in a nuclear war!” | had 
known that she was afraid of the very idea of nuclear war. Her fear 
seemed somewhat irrational, as the chances of her kids getting killed, any 
day, on the west side, in that neighborhood, were much higher than the 
chance that nuclear war would jump off. 


M.A.D (Mutually Assured Destruction), an insane policy between the 
USSR and the U.S. during the Cold War, was in operation and as 
irrational as such a policy seemed, it was holding the peace. Neither 
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country wanted to be wiped off the face of the earth, and both had the 
capacity to do so to each other very easily. But it would have been mutual 
suicide. So, there was maintained what was called, back then, “peace 
through a balance of terror.” | could now feel her tears on my neck. 


| continued holding her for a while, but then picked her up, walked her to 
her bedroom, and put her in bed. | sat on the bed next to her for a while, 
and then got up to go back to the couch, the Islamically appropriate thing 
to do, although that scene and the word “Islamically” had no relationship 
to one another, at least in the strictest sense. But she grabbed my wrist 
and wouldn't let me go. | sat back down. “What the hell do | do now?!” | 
thought. There was no sense contemplating what brother-brother would 
do. 


It was an oy vey situation, to borrow a term from our Jewish brothers and 
sisters. She turned on her left side but continued holding my wrist. 
Leaving was now impossible. | thought, “This is a big mess.” In the 
written traditions of the life of Prophet Muhammad, it is reported that he 
had said, “Do not die in a state of ignorance,” meaning, do not be doing 
some sinful stuff, then drop dead, because, you'd liable to be thrown into 
hell. All kinds of other religious admonitions—a ton of them—were floating 
around in my mind. | knew them all and had violated a number of them, 
all for “making friends” to raise her up. 


Prior to meeting Dee, had someone said to me, “What would you do if...” 
And then outlined the scenario that | was now in, | would have said, 
“Astagfirullah!!” which means, “| seek forgiveness from Allah!!!” In the 
context of the question asked, you might say that it meant, “Heaven 
forbid! | would never get in a situation like that!” Well, here | was. A 
fearful woman, afraid for her three children, was terrified. 


| knew it wasn’t just bullsh*t to try to lure me into bed, because | still 
remembered how | had met her: She'd been passing out anti-nuclear 
weapons and anti-nuclear plant literature. That was my very first 
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impression of her (Well, except for the bare thighs). She was serious and 
seemed as knowledgeable about the subject as any expert on nuclear 
issues. She wasn’t playing games. 


I'd done everything else “wrong.” | was there. | had held her. | had 
carried her. I’m hell-bound anyway, so | might as well go with a bang. 

| crawled in bed with her and held her, pulling her as close as | could. She 
did not have much on, if anything, underneath that long, see-thru, white 
gown. In short order, we were both fast asleep. 


| woke up the next morning. She was not in the bed. | smelled bacon— 
beef. She’d known | was Muslim, and would not eat pork, so she’d kept 

beef bacon there for me for those days when I'd spent the night, sleeping 
on the couch. 


| sat up and sat on the side of the bed for a moment, then stood up and 
walked to the kitchen door and stood there until she felt my presence. 
Shortly thereafter, she turned around, looked at me, smiled softly, and 
then we both broke out in a big belly laugh. And | mean a BIG belly laugh. 
It was clear what was being said—crystal clear, though we did not have to 
verbalize it. We had been in bed, all night, and hadn’t had sex. Why? It 
didn’t make sense. But it was funny as hell! What had stopped us? You 
wake up, during the night, and you're holding a professional, (a normal 
American man’s dream) who is practically wearing nothing. Your nature 
didn’t die. Yet, you fall back asleep. 


From one perspective, this had been a mistake....sort of. | mean, | 
wanted her now, BIG time, for my wife. So, from then on, I'd carefully try 
to put more feeling into the relationship, hoping | could slowly move 
towards talking to her about marriage. But the experience taught me 
something about someone like her. 


Because of that night, in which sex had been avoided, she now had put 
me on a shelf, like some special thing; like some Buddha statue, or some 
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sh*t; like some kind of treasure. And any time | tried to gradually bring us 
closer in a romantic way, she would delicately and skillfully push back, 
and never in a harsh way, but always with a smile. This was something 
Phil had not taught me. She wasn’t “a prostitute.” She was a woman. 


| had failed and fallen in love. According to Phil, she was now supposed 
to be trying to take me to trickville. She was supposed to be trying to turn 
me into a client and a chump. But she wasn’t doing either one. It was 
frustrating that | couldn’t get closer no matter how hard | tried. We were 
close now—very close. But not close enough for my taste 


| also realized—and | didn’t like this—that she was controlling the 
relationship even stronger, but in a softer way, than she’d been controlling 
it before. | suppose that turned out to be a good thing, and in such an 
uncharacteristically, non-ho, non-west side, very feminine way that I’d not 
seen in her before. Maybe she was in love now, foo. 


| started getting more serious about getting her out of The Game. | would 
sit her down and talk to her about her children; about realizing how, if she 
got the wrong trick in her apartment, harm might come to her and her 
children. | avoided preaching. | had learned, without Phil's help, but just 
by instinct, that what she needed was support—non-judgmental support. 
My job was simply to be there for her. Sometimes we would sit and read 
Scripture, either the Bible or Qur'an. She /oved Scripture. 


One day | visited her. She surprised me. She’d learned the seven short 
verses of the first chapter of Qur'an, Surah Fatiha, and could recite them, 
from memory, and in Arabic. | had taught her, line by line, but it didn’t 
seem as if she’d been picking it up. But that day she recited Surat-ul- 
Fatina, in Arabic, word for word and perfectly. Then she said, excitedly, 
“And guess what, Abu?!” | go, “What?” She said, “I’ve taught Fatiha to all 
the hos on the strip that | know!!” | smiled and said, “Wow, that’s great!!” 
Somehow, | found it strange when | would picture a hustler, wal/k’n down 
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Madison Street, on the blade, reciting Surat-ul-Fatiha—in Arabic. It 
somehow seemed a contradictory sight. 


| arrived there one day, and she grabbed me by the wrist and said, 
“C’mon, Abu, let’s go see Ms. Sally!!” | had no idea who that was. We 
walked to the next block to an apartment building, climbed up the steps 
and entered, then walked up a long flight of steps to the second floor. We 
turned right and walked down a long hallway. At the very end of the 
hallway, on the left, a door was open. 


We walked in, and Dee said, “Heeeeey, Ms. Sally!!” Ms. Sally was an old, 
93-year-old Black woman. She was rocking in her rocking chair, watching 
Pat Robertson’s 700 Club, a Christian TV program. She did not reply. 
Dee said, “Abu, you go on and have a seat. I’m gonna clean up.” 


Dee went about the apartment, sweeping, cleaning up. She came back to 
the living room, noticed a Commonwealth Edison light bill on a coffee 
table, picked it up and said, “Ms. Sally, you pay this bill?” Ms. Sally said 
nothing and just continued rocking back and forth, watching the 700 Club. 


Dee then said, “C’mon, Abu, I’m gone hustle up some money and pay this 
bill.” | tried to convince myself that she did not mean she was going on 
the blade to ho for some dough. But | knew that this was precisely what 
she meant. We first went back home, where Darrick was watching his 
little sisters. She checked in on the kids, and then we both walked back to 
the front door. She greatly lowered her voice, and said, “Abu, wait here, 
please. I’m gone hustle up this dough.” 


| now wanted her more than ever. This woman was going out to possibly 
jeopardize her very life trying to sell her body to some trick in order to pay 
an old 93-year-old Black woman’s light bill. Any judgmental sh*t that had 
been remaining inside of me vanished. She was back before an hour had 
passed. “C’mon with me, Abu, and walk with me up to the currency 
exchange so | can pay this bill for Ms. Sally.” 
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This was a world that had turned my world upside down. How can good 
and bad exist in the same space? It didn’t make any sense. But then | 
remembered what Muhammad Aziz had said to me one day. He’d pushed 
out his hand towards me, palm up, and said, “Brother, this is Allah.” Then 
he turned his hand over to the back side, and said, “And this is Shaitan.” 
He was saying that God and Satan were two sides of the same coin. | 
mean, that really f*cked with me. And it still does, but | leave it alone. It’s 
filed. 


Time passed. One day | was visiting, cooling out. She was playing some 
loud ass music. | felt at home—as if | was back on 51% Street on a 
Saturday morning, and music was being played by Black folk all down the 
block. | actually fell into what seemed like a trance. She was in the 
kitchen cooking, took a break, and came and sat next to me. 


“| want out,” she said. “Help me get out of The Game.” Whoa!! What do | 
do now? Everything now would have to be played on the fly, sometimes 
with quick thinking. First thing | felt was to not open the door for any 
second-guessing. | go, “So, let’s do it!” | stood up and said, “I’m going to 
the crib now, and I'll check back with you later, and we'll get on this!” She 
smiled, jumped up, and gave me a big hug with her arms around my neck. 
Knight time!! 


| went home, opened the Yellow Pages, and found a place called the 
Midwest Women’s Center, located at 343 S. Dearborn in downtown 
Chicago, coincidentally the same high-rise office building where | had 
gotten the contract to process that law firm’s advertising mailings. | called 
there, and told them what the deal was, and to my pleasant surprise they 
said that they specialized. | had my car, so | left the crib, drove downtown 
and parked in a parking garage. 


Normally | would have never done that, as it was cheaper to take the L 
train. But | wanted to get on this while the fire was hot and Dee was 
ready. When | walked into their office, my first impression was that | was 
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wasting my time—all White women. They couldn't possibly know a 
damned thing about our people; about west-side pimp’n and ho’n, no 
matter what the woman had said over the phone. 


| sat with someone for about 40 minutes. Here knowledge was immense. 
It's what they did—every day. She told me, “Now, Mr. Salahuddin, I’ve 
gotta tell you from jump street: This is not gonna go as you might think. 
You're gonna have to accept that. This is going to be a bumpy road.” 


That was a prophecy that was fulfilled. I'd gotten Dee settled with the 
center. They had gatherings, or classes that Dee had signed up to attend. 
She'd call me and tell me, in meticulous detail, everything that had gone 
down, and I'd be so pleased. One thing that | didn’t know, though: The 
best liars on earth (except for politicians) are street people. 


| had taken it for granted that she’d been going to the center, because of 
the details she’d spell out. But, one day, my gut was telling me | needed 
to check. | drove downtown, walked over to the center and asked about 
Dee. “She hasn't been here in two weeks,” | was told. My heart sunk. 
She said to me, “You remember what | told you when you first came 
here,” and she smiled. She could feel my vibes, and said, “Look, don't 
give up! Just realize: It's change. It’s hard for her.” 


Those were key words. Those words caused me to realize something, 
though | did not want to accept it: Yes, I’d been trying to help Dee. But foo 
much of it was about me—me, the Knight in Shining Armor, trying hard to 
put my own feather in my own cap. | guess that was natural. But! very 
quickly subdued that and placed her even much more strongly at the 
center of my very life. It wasn’t about me anyway. It was about her. 


Well, as the woman had said, it was hard for her. But, it was hard for me 
too. I'd seen nothing in my mind’s eyes but gardens, blue skies, flowers, 
angels. I'd heard heavenly orchestras, and wedding bells. But now | felt 
like | was on the train again, a square on square one. The wind had been 
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knocked out of me, and | drove back home to think what to do. | was 
close to depressed. The next day | called Dee, and asked was it okay to 
come over, and she said, “Cool.” 


When | got there, and she let me in, she started giving me all the details 
about what had happened at the center. | sat there quietly, letting her 
finish. Then | said, “Dee...You haven't even been there. | went down 
there, Dee, yesterday, and the women said that you ain't been there in 
two weeks.” | was expecting a quiet, embarrassed look, with her putting 
her head down, and me consoling her, going, “Dee, don’t even worry 
about it, girl! We'll get through this!” 


Nope. That's not what happened. She instantly shot back, “What?! Abu, 
| was there!” | go, “Dee, | talked to the woman, and she said you were not 
there.” She goes, “She just didn’t see me!!” | broke out laughing. 
Laughter was a strange reaction, because, at the same time, | was 
furious. She laughed too, knowing full-well that she was lying. | go, “Now, 
you know you LYING!” and I'd said it with a slight chuckle and a smile. 
She goes, “Naw, Abu! | was THERE!” 


Somehow she got back on track, and they got her a job in telemarketing. 
She was really good at it, and | actually visited her once at her 
telemarketing gig. That’s when | knew that Dee could be rich one day, if 
she put her mind to it. She was a fast thinker. She knew her sh*t and 
was absolutely coherent and personable over the phone. She’d dealt with 
enough tricks to develop an easy rapport with people. In any type of 
business, from ho’n to hotel management, you have to be personable. 


When she got off, we went to her crib and cooled out a bit. After about an 
hour hanging out, | went back to my crib. | saw my future, or so I’d 
thought. We'd be married. | wouldn't insist that she accept Islam. That 
would be up to her. | called a friend of mine, Rafiq Ahmad, a carpenter. 
“Rafiq, listen. You working?” He goes, “What's up?” | go, “I need two 
bedrooms built in my basement.” 
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| had two bedrooms upstairs. Dee and | would stay upstairs in the main 
bedroom. Neesee, the baby, would take the other upstairs bedroom. 
Darrick and Lil Bit would each have their own bedrooms in the basement. 
The basement was an unfinished one, but I’d get it finished over time. 
Main thing was to get those two bedrooms built. We'd probably have 
more kids [I was anxious for thaf], so she’d probably end up working a 
part-time job. 


I'd get a regular job, as well as hack hard on Friday night and all day 
Saturday. Sunday would be cool out, family day BIG time. 

“Yeah, brother, | can hook that up for you,” Rafiq said. It was a dream— 
and that’s all it was. More months passed. More bullsh*t. More lies. 
More games. It had been nine months, and I’d been fired. Nine months 
of sacrifice. Nine months of hope. Nine months of dreaming. Nine 
months of trying to keep the woman that | did have, Doreen. | was facing 
defeat, and the only thing left was to accept it. | knew | was f*cking up. 
Doreen, who'd been my rock, I'd demoted to my just-in-case chick. 


But, in truth, | was emotionally all over the place. | wanted to give up. But 
| also wanted to push it hard and stick to my self-imposed assignment to 
raise her up. | felt that I'd become this very uneasy embodiment of that 
common female refrain: “Men are dogs!!” as | worked to keep Doreen, 
knowing full well | wanted Dee more. (Mea culpa, Mea culpa, Mea 
maxima culpa!!) 


But, what else was there to do? | was stuck, or so I’d thought. I’d entered 
a west side hustler’s life who, at least for a while, had appeared to be 
rapidly turning around. Plus, | was in love. But now | had to abandon the 
world of dreams, take my licks, and get back down to earth. How easy it 
is to believe in, and see, a world that doesn’t exist. | thought about how | 
used to mock the “Harlequin Romance novel chick” who lived in that 
dream world projected by every book of that fictional romance novel 
series. Seems like men can be just as dreamy as any woman—maybe 
more so, | don’t know. 
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It was time to face facts. That was a horrible truth to accept. One day, | 
drove over to Dee’s. When | got inside, | said, “We gotta talk.” We sat on 
the couch, and | said, “Dee. I’m sorry, but I'm done. You ain’t pulling your 
weight. It’s okay, though. It's who you are. But! can’t deal. | just can’t.” 
We tried to talk for a while and be normal, but it just wasn’t working, so | 
split. 


A few years passed, and I’m in my third marriage—not to Doreen. Doreen 
and | had broken up (no surprise there) and I’d met someone else at 
Sherwood, as | mentioned earlier. | had only occasionally thought about 
Dee. Life goes on. 


When | married Morna, my now wife of 31 years, | sold my home and 
moved to her crib. She taught, and still teaches, violin and the clients that 
could afford paying for violin lessons lived closer to her and surrounding 
suburbs. So | didn’t want to inconvenience her. Aziz purchased my home 
from me and rented it out as income property. Cool. 


One day, the phone rang. It was the local Mubaligh-in-charge of our local 
Ahmadi Jamaat. A mubaligh, in Anmadiyyat, is a missionary. He goes to 
Ahmadi missionary school for seven years, after which the Khilafat 
(Caliphate, i.e., the institution that supports the leader, the Khalifa, or 
Caliph) assigns him to a country where he will serve the Jamaat and the 
general population in the area. 


“Hello?” | said. The voice said, “Assalamo Alaikum, brother Abubakr.” It 
was the missionary. | can’t remember his name anymore. In a heavy 
Pakistani accent, he said, “Brother, some woman by the name of Dee 
called the mosque asking for you.” | smiled inside. Mubalighs, when they 
come to this country, are very naive, and often have a hard time adjusting 
to American life. “Some woman” had called me. This ain't Rabwah, 
Pakistan. “Some woman” is everywhere. No escape. 
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One time, a new Missionary-in-Charge of the entire United States needed 
to be picked up at O’Hare Airport. It so happened that Muzaffar Anmad 
Zafr, the Black Amir (President) of the entire American Ahmadiyya Jamaat 
was in town. Muzaffar was also the head of the most successful drug- 
rehabilitation program in America, Project Cure. A few of us, including 
Muzaffar, drove to O’Hare to pick up the new Mubaligh-in-Charge. 


We picked him up and ended up driving down Lakeshore Drive. When we 
got to an area where the beaches were, “Imam sahib,” as it was 
customary to address a missionary, shouted, “Oh, brothers, STOP THE 
CAR!!!” We were on Lake Shore Drive, and there was no stopping, just as 
there would be no stopping on a highway, and we just wanted to get him 
settled at the Mosque rather than take a Lake Shore Drive exit for 
whatever was bothering him. He would eventually be stationed in 
Washington, DC, but had wanted to see the first ever Anmadiyya mosque 
in America, and that was located in Chicago, on the south side. 


Muzaffar said, “Imam sahib, what’s the matter?” 
Imam sahib answered, “There were women—NAKED 
WOMEN—walking around everywhere!!” He was 
referring to bikini-clad women on the beach. “We 
must stop and go there and convert them to Islam 
and cover them!!!” | could see that, in addition to 
myself, two others in the car were holding back 
laughter. Muzaffar answered, “Imam Sahib, let me 
tell you something, and you must learn this 
immediately. \f we could stop now, and went over 
there, brother, just believe me when | tell you this: 
Those women may end up converting you.” The 
laughter couldn't be held back, and the car was filled 
with it. Imam sahib just looked puzzled. 








Muzaffar Zafr 


courtesy Twitter.com 


Incidentally, another missionary that came later—a local one—did get 
converted by a Chicago Greek woman. Greektown, as it was once called, 
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had been notorious for such conversions—of whoever. And I’m not 
talking about prostitution. I’m talking about whatever it is (or perceived to 
be) about Mediterranean women—Arab, Jewish, Greek, whatever. 
Somehow, the international Markaz (Ahmadiyya HQ), in Rabwah, found 
out that he’d gotten converted, and he was sent back to Rabwah for seven 
years before being allowed back in a missionary role. Conversion to 
American women was not allowed in Anmadiyyat—at least not that type of 
conversion. When it came to converting, American women were the best. 


Anyway, the Mubaligh asked me, “Should | give her your phone number, 
brother Abubakr.” | said, “Yes, Imam Sahib. She’s an old friend— 
someone | was trying to convert to Islam.” | wasn’t gonna tell him she was 
a west side prostitute that I'd once “went to bed with” and wanted to 
marry. The founder of Anmadiyyat, Hazrat Ahmad, had once said, “It is a 
fool who falls in love with a prostitute.” | stood guilty as charged. But this 
fool, as | would soon find out, would be vindicated in the end—and so 
would the Ahmadiyya Khalifa who'd told us to make friends, Hazrat Mirza 
Nasir Ahmad, Khalifatul Masih III. 


Some 30 minutes later, the phone rang. | picked it up and said hello. The 
voice on the other end said, “AbuuuuuuuuuuuuUUUU!!!!” It was Dee. 
“Dee!!” | answered. “Girl, how you doing?” She said, “Fine,” with a child- 
like voice. Then she said, “Abu! THANK YOU!!” | go, “For what?” She 
goes, “For helping me get out of The Game. | quit. I’m Muslim. | 
accepted Islam! And I’m getting married—to a Muslim. And | want you to 
be my Wali84!!” 


| said, “Hold on,” and went to the washroom to gather myself. My wife had 
been in the kitchen, and | didn’t want to burst out crying—not in front of 
her, anyway. Not yet. | went back and picked up the phone. “Yeah, Dee, 
I’m back.” She goes, “You saved my life! I’m so grateful to you, Allah be 
praised!” 


84 A Wali is a witness to a Muslim marriage. 
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We talked some more, and then she said, “Lil Bit’s gone call you in about 
30 minutes. | called her and gave her your number. She wants to say 
hello, and she’s got something to tell you.” We talked some more, and 
eventually she had to go. She said, “I love you, Abu!” | was tempted to 
say, “Too f*cking LATE, b*tch!!” But, instead, | returned the love. “I love 
you too, Dee.” 


About 30 minutes later the phone rang. It was Lil Bit. “Heeeey, Abul! 
Abu!! I’m married! | got a good husband, and he works—every day!! 
Abas: Thank you...... THANK YOUI!!!!!!" No more hiding. | broke down 
crying something fierce. God is Great!! Incidentally, just this month, April 
of 2021, | found out that Lil Bit is still married to the same guy. 


Make friends, Hazoor® had said. Simple as that. Well, not really that 
simple, in Dee’s case. But, in the end, it all paid off. And no, | would not 
do it again, nor do | recommend anyone trying. Seriously!! 


| been paid Reparations so many times in my life. | dug my own pot of 
gold, by the Grace of God. No treasure can be as great as having 
witnessed the transformation of a west side hustler, especially, thank God, 
through me, a stone square. With all the things my mom, my dad, Chaka, 
my brother, Phil, Jomo, Dee and others gave me, | am drowning in 
treasure. But this story is not over with yet. 


We lost track of each other again, for many years. One day | left work at 
Northeastern Illinois University with my friend, Dr. lliahu Abraham. We 
were waiting at the bus stop at the end of the line on Devon Street. Dr. 
Abraham said, “Abu, somebody’s calling you,” and he pointed. A young 
woman, on the front passenger side of a car, was smiling and calling my 
name. | had no idea who she was. Doc Abraham, said, “Man, get over 
there! You got a young woman calling you, FOOL!!” 


85 An affectionate address that Ahmadis use for their Khalifas; for the founder 
of Ahmadiyyat, Hazrat Ahmad; for Prophet Muhammad; for prophets in 
general; for successors of Muhammad, etc. 
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| walked to the car. When | got there she smiled, and pointed with her 
forefinger to whoever was driving the car. | bent over and looked in. It 
was Dee. Ofcourse, | was elated. We talked a tiny bit and exchanged 
numbers. The young woman on the passenger side was Neesee, all 
grown up. 


We had a reunion. | was still married. Dee wasn’t. She'd divorced a guy 
named Isa. It had turned out that he was a damned religious fanatic and 
had a weakness. She explained to me that, when she first got married to 
him, she felt blessed, because of my efforts that got her out of The Game. 
So, her thought was to do whatever Isa said—be a “good” Muslim woman. 
She said that, to her, at that time, any life after The Game was heaven. 
“Isa” is the name of Jesus given in Qur'an. And | swear, every single “Isa” 
that | have ever met, in my days as a Muslim, has been utterly insane; 
utterly dogmatic. | asked other Muslims if they’d experienced the same, 
and | was always told, “Yep!” Maybe it had something to do with last days 
beliefs recorded in hadith about the return of Isa, to this earth, to assist 
“Imam Mahdi’ in establishing Islam, | really don’t know. 


Well, anyway, this dude had told her to stay in the house at all times, and 
never leave. And that if he ever discovered that she'd left the house, he 
would butcher her. While he was telling her that, he had a long machete 
in his hand. Her background had been the streets of the west side of 
Chicago—that is/and | talked about earlier. I'd rescued her from hell, as 
far as she was concerned, and she would obey her new Muslim husband 
to a tee, feeling that he was a Godsend: feeling that God had sent her just 
the right man, as she’d entered a new life—somebody to keep her in 
check. 


But one day, after months of marriage, she became suspicious— 
something in her gut. He told her he was going somewhere and would be 
back later. Normally, she’d stay there, obediently, trying to be a “good 
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Muslim woman.” But this time, something in her bones told her to follow 
him. 


After he left and drove off, she ran to her car, got in and followed him. 
The dude drove all the way to the south side of Chicago and parked on a 
street. She knew that street from her street days visiting south side 
friends. And she knew something about that street. 


She stayed as far behind as she could, and parked. She watched him get 
out of the car and walk into a known crack house. She thought, “Ain't this 
some sh't!” She waited there a long time. He did not come out. She 
drove back home. 


When Isa returned, he'd noticed that her car was not parked in the same 
place. It meant that she had committed the mortal sin of disobeying |sa’s 
explicit instructions to never leave the house. He sternly lectured her. 
Then he went and got the machete. He was waving it in front of her, and 
said, “Do you remember what | told you?” 


| said to her, “Damn, Dee! I’m so sorry that happened! What did you do?” 
She said, “What the f*ck you think | did?! | got up and snatched that 
machete from him, threw it across the room, kicked his motherf*cking ass, 
and threw the motherf*cker out the house—the b*tch ass nigguh!!” It was 
no surprise. Of course, | laughed my ass off. 


Dee was west side—Chicago west side. She used to get into fights—with 
men—to defend her big brother. That's right: her big brother. It seemed 
like every neighborhood of the Black community had a skinny little Black 
women about whom people would say, “Man, don’t f*ck with her! She’ 
kick yo ass!” D was that type. For some reason, in my eyes, it made her 
femininity even stronger somehow. I’ve never been able to figure out why. 
But back when I'd been trying to raise her up, whenever she “let down the 
veil,” i.e., displayed her femininity; displayed her complete beauty; her soft 
Side, it was super special and very attractive—dangerously so. 
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We went to see a movie. We walked through a mall, window shopping. 
Finally, we went to a bar in the mall where they also served food and 
ordered a lunch. We sat there talking and talking and talking. She said, 
“Do you know what did it? It was your focus on my children. And you 
never judged me. But it was mostly my children. You made me realize 
that | had to get out of The Game for my children.” 


| started having this terrible, and unfair to her, thought that maybe she was 
lying. But maybe it was just my own insecurity about myself. She said, 
“Hey, | do home care now. | also picked up a number of these little 
hospital skills, and | got certificates. | take care of a Rabbi. | want you to 
meet him.” 


The next week | went with her to “Rabbi's.” Dee was really into Jewish 
Rabbis, from whom she claimed she learned a lot, especially this one 
particular Rabbi. She had the key to Rabbi’s apartment, and we went in. 
He was in a back room, bedridden. He was in his 90s. “Rabbi, | want you 
to meet my friend, Abu!” He turned his head to me and smiled. He had a 
truly angelic smile. She talked a bit more with him, then said to me, 
“C’mon, Abu, | have to get Rabbi’s hospital room set up.” 


We walked to the living room. She picked up the phone and called some 
hospital. “Let me speak to nurse” so and so. She waited. Soon, her 
entire demeaner had changed, and in a very commanding and 
professional manner she was barking out very specific orders to the nurse 
concerning what needed to be done to set up Rabbi's room properly. 
What equipment would be needed. What meds were to be given, and 
when and how. And special instructions about his religious needs. | was 
now convinced that she was totally on the up and up. 


One day she called me. “Abu, guess what? Neesee’s graduating from 
Columbia College, in journalism!!” Neesee, her youngest daughter, was 
graduating. | had held that little baby in my arms. | remembered when, 
one day, way back when | was trying to raise Dee up, Dee had to go out— 
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maybe to hustle. | stayed and watched the kids. | stood over Neesee’s 
baby crib, staring down at her, and prayed, “Oh God! Please protect this 
little baby from this environment!! Please give her success in life!!” 


There is no explaining watching Neesee walk. But not down the ho stroll. 
As the reader may know, when you graduate, one of the terms used is 
that you walked—same term used for the hos on the west side track who 
walked, trying to attract tricks. | sat there in the audience, at the 
University of Illinois Pavilion, waiting for Neesee’s turn to walk across the 
stage to go receive her college diploma, dressed in cap and gown. 
Finally, her name was called, and she walked. She walked, smiling, 
across the stage, dressed in cap and gown, and picked up her college 
diploma. | cried. Al-Hamdulillah!!! “Make friends.” 


Earlier that day Dee had invited me to go to a bar with her and Neesee to 
celebrate after the graduation ceremonies, and | agreed. There was a 
blues band playing there. Dee and | were sitting at the bar, and Neesee 
was standing at the rear of a crowd that was watching the band play. 


At one point, Dee called Neesee to come over to the bar with us. When 
Neesee came over, Dee said, “Neesee, always remember who this man 
is. If it were not for him, you and | might have been killed, in some alley 
around Homan and Douglas.” | don’t know why | can’t contain myself in 
such situations! | broke out crying, and they both smiled and came and 
gave me a big hug! 


Dee never skipped a beat after leaving The Game. She'd also become a 
real estate agent, and that’s what she is today, doing really big real estate 
deals, though she’s officially retired. She had used her own money to 
send Neesee all the way through college, to graduation®®. One thing to 


86 DISCLAIMER AND WARNING: If you’re a young man, | do not suggest you see 
“raising up” a woman of the night as some glamorous mission to embark upon. 
| do not recommend it. Seriously. It was God, or “The Universe” or fate, in my 
case, not any special skills or street knowledge (Well....maybe a little) 
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remember: She did it. | was just there for support. She reached down 
inside of herself and pulled it up; got it together. | was only a catalyst. 


Reader, if you’re Black, do your thing. Get your Reparations if it comes. 
Cool. | try never to preach (Obviously | been preaching for 250 pages 
now). | have a habit of using the word “consider.” | ask you to consider 
the following: Consider seeing how you, yourself, can repair one of your 
people—ten of your people, or however many. See how you can repair 
yourself. See what you can do, every single day, to make a difference in 
another Black person’s life, or in the life of any other American. 
Repairing one life can have a ripple effect that can repair millions. This is 
not mere philosophizing. I’ve lived it. This ain't a “theory.” This ain't 
critical race “theory.” This is rugged life experience. 


Chaka repaired the lives of those of us who, like him, loved our people 
and wanted the best for our people. He repaired our doubts and fears, 
because he truly cared and truly loved. (It truly kills me that | can’t find 
him. | want to thank him. His birth name is Leroy Hardy). Reparations 
are about repairing. | submit that, perhaps if you focus your attention on 
what you can do now, instead of waiting for corrupt politicians and political 
grifters, who, quite frankly, often appear to have contempt, not care, for 
our people; who feign care, and will use anything to extract votes from you 
so they can obtain and maintain power; | suggest that you turn inward and 
begin to repair whatever you feel might need to be repaired within 
yourself. Because, when you do that, you will then be able to repair 
others. Just my two cents. As we used to close meetings, leave 
gatherings, end letters in the ‘60s, Peace out. 


A Squeegee and a Bucket 
A Pig’s Foot and a Bottle of Beer 





Black man and cigar 
courtesy masterfile.com 


hacked between 1977 and 1980 in metropolitan Chicago. I'd normally 

stay in the loop, meaning downtown Chicago, but this particular day | 

took a fare from the loop to 79" & the Dan Ryan Expressway, on the 
south side of Chicago. | dropped the fare off, and, to my good luck, 
immediately picked up another fare. 


Stereotyping is an unfortunate habit that we human beings often have, 
“Judge a man as he comes to you” be damned. And the stereotyping can 
occur in all types of ways. You can see someone who's fat, and assume 
that he can’t run fast, as was the case with a childhood friend of mine, 
Ralph Jenkins, who turned out to be the fastest guy on our block. You’d 
desperately want him on your side when you were choosing for a serious 
game of “league ball,” i.e., baseball. 


Back in the 1980s, | had a friend of mine who'd been an ex-Prince in the 
Blackstone Rangers, a Chicago Street gang, with a street rep that was so 
tough that, after he got imprisoned to serve a life sentence, government 
agents appeared at his prison, demanding to see him. When they got to 
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his cell, dressed Jake, they did not even greet him. One of them said, 
“You have two choices. You can rot in this cell for the rest of your life. Or 
you can join the U.S. Army and do Recon.” Recon meant 
reconnaissance. You'd be dropped behind enemy lines with the goal of 
completing your mission, and you were on your own to make your way 
back to safety after, or if, you’d completed the mission. You would 
generally be assumed to be dead, unless you made it back. 


Jerry agreed to go, in part because he’d heard that, in Vietnam, you could 
have all the drugs and women you wanted. Interestingly, just before he 
went to Nam, he accepted Islam, and when he’d lead his team into a 
Vietnam village, he’d warn them, “Anyone even /Jooking at a woman will 
have to deal with ME!!” No ten men with any sense would dare to go up 
against Jerry Campbell, who'd changed his name, by then, to Hassan. 
And, yes, he completed his missions, and made it back to the States alive, 
with a bullet lodged in his head that could never be taken out. 
Unfortunately, he had other problems. Nam did not leave him unscared. 


He’d become temporarily homeless, so | allowed him to stay at my crib 
until he could get on his feet again, working as a buffer, buffing floors in 
large malls for an independent Black businessman who had negotiated a 
contract with the mall for its business. He'd tell me about how he and his 
street friends, in Harvey, Illinois, would stand in the alley, rapping about 
world history while getting drunk drinking whiskey. I'd think, “Yeah, right!” 
and quietly dismiss his just-because-!-drink-liquor-don't-mean-I-ain't-smart 
bullsh*t. 


One day the doorbell rang. | open it, and there he and three other Black 
men were standing on my front porch, all of then wasted—drunk. | let 
them in. He slurs, “Yeah, these my BOYS!! These the muf*ckas | told 
you about, like we be rapping about history, and sh*t, back in the alley.” | 
greeted them with a smile, and let them in. 
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While they sat in the living room, | went to the kitchen to get some 
refreshments (non-alcoholic). 


From the kitchen | heard a level of discussion | had not heard since I'd 
taken an elective course in cultural geography at the University of Illinois, 
and | was in the Geography Department, one day, and overheard a few 
professors having a deep discussion about some aspect of history. The 
only difference between that discussion and the discussion that Jerry and 
his boys were having was that their discussion had the same flavor of any 
discussion in any part of the inner-city Black community, whether it be the 
barber shop, a bar, somebody's crib, or wherever (Uh, except Church, of 
course). 


“Naw, naw, nigguh, that ain’t how the sh*t went down! It was the year 
1425, muf*cka!! And it WASN'T Prince Henry. It was his brother, Dom 
Pedro. He the one that hooked up with Toscanelli...” | walked back in the 
living room and sat there feeling like the dumbest man in Chicago, as 
some drunk-ass brothers were sitting there discussing “the Florentine 
interest in cartography” and how it had led to a heightened interest, by the 
Portuguese, in exploration, due to the discovery of the African Gold Coast, 
which was rich in precious metal and equally valuable slaves. | was 
tempted to tell al! of them drunk son-of-a-bitches, “Get the f*ck out!!” as | 
sat there unable to participate in a discussion about which | didn’t know 
sh*t. But, in truth, | was actually smiling inside, thinking, “My people are 
something else!!” 


Well, despite my clearly having understood the mistake of stereotyping, | 
did precisely that when that fare flagged me down. He was one of those 
“old-time” southern Blacks. He had on a brim hat, a cigar stuck between 
his teeth, and he was carrying a squeegee and a bucket. Back in my 
down-with-the-game days, our Black nationalist asses would derogatorily 
describe that type of brother as, “one of them pig-feet-eat'n Negroes.” 
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In the 1960s and 1970s, one of the big signs that you had “become Black” 
was your having ceased eating pork. Interestingly, although we Black 
nationalists totally rejected The Nation of Islam’s religious beliefs, since 
most Black nationalists were either atheists or just non-religious, we had a 
great deal of respect for Elijah Muhammad, the founder and leader of the 
NOI, because of The Nation’s goal of carving out five Black states, in the 
South, as an independent nation for Black people. 


The Nation, through Elijah Muhammad, taught that, during slavery, the 
White slave master would feed Black people the worst parts of the pig, like 
the pig’s intestines (chitterlings), the pig’s testicles (Tripe), pig’s feet, etc. 
So, the eating of pork, to black consciousness people, back in the day, 
indicated that one had a “slave mentality.” 


Just by looking at him, we would have seen a guy like the dude that had 
flagged down my cab as “brainwashed.” In the particular Black nationalist 
organization that | had belonged to back in the day, we would have said of 
such a Black man, in a derogatory manner, “All a brother like that wants is 
a pig’s foot and a bottle of beer,” an allusion to a famous old club song 
entitled, Gimme a pig foot and a bottle of beer8’. 


Of course, back in the day, some Black nationalists had tried to reject the 
fact that Black excellence within the genre of a unique Black style of 
musical genius could be appreciated, even in the performance of what 
we'd considered to be “ignorant and wasteful” music that was generated 
through a “slave mentality” that had been “imposed” upon Black folks by 
“the White man.” Youth certainly can be wasted on the young. 


87 Written in 1933 by Wesley Wilson and his wife and musical partner, Coot 
Grant; performed by a variety of entertainers, such as 

Bessie Smith, Billie Holiday, Nina Simone, Abbey Lincoln, Count Basie, Bobby 
Short, Judith Durham, Diana Ross. In my view, Diana’s is the best version. She 
stole it!!! Original Internet source; (Archived file) 
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When | saw the dude flag me down, wearing that brim hat; smoking that 
cigar; and carrying a squeegee and a bucket, oh | had him all figured out. 
On top of that, as a cabee, my hack mind instantly thought, “This dude’s 
gonna have me drive him one block—and he ain’t gonna give me no tip!!” 
| mean, after all, carrying a squeegee and a bucket, there was “obviously” 
no way he could be going more than one or two blocks, “with his po ass,” | 
thought. | was tempted to flip down my “not-for-hire” sign, and then dead- 
head straight back to the loop, but | decided to take the fare. 


He crawled in the cab, and said, “Take me to 5200 North Clark Street.” | 
thought, “DAMN!” The distance from 79 & the Dan Ryan to 5200 North 
Clark Street was 22 miles, a whole lot more than one block! | thought, 
“This nigguh carrying a damned squeegee and a bucket and gone pay me 
to take him 22 miles?!” | wondered, but | always treated every one of my 
fares right, tried never to assume a fare would jump out of the cab and run 
after | stopped at the destination, to avoid paying. | threw that out of my 
mind, and, typically, | struck up a conversation. 


“So, you're a window washer?” He goes, “Yep, yong man,” addressing 
me with that typical, black southerner “yong man” sh*t that always 
sounded as if it meant “little boy,” in a tone that fit somewhere between 
confidence and down-right smug arrogance. “Mind if | smoke my cigar,” 
he asked. “No problem,” | go. “Just let the window down a little bit, if you 
don’t mind.” He goes, “Thanks, yong man.” 


| go, “So, you must be doing okay, washing windows.” He goes, “Yeah, 
yong man, I’d say so.” | believed him. Anybody taking a cab, 22 miles, to 
go wash windows, had to be pulling down some serious dough. But how? 


“Well... mean, how does that work? How do you find clients?” Instantly, 
he replied, “By using my head.” | go, “Tell me ‘bout it.” He goes, “Well, 
it’s like this here: First, | find a strip mall—one of them places where 
there’s like 10 different store fronts, you know. But, see, what! do is go 
there like at 3:00 a.m., way early like—everything’s closed; nobody there.” 
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| purposely interrupted, having learned a lot of psychology about people 
while hacking, to give him a chance to pump himself up even more than 
he had already done with his “yong man” sh*t and my having given him an 
opportunity to strut his stuff, as the old saying went, by asking him how his 
game worked. Your goal, in the hack game, was always to hump for that 
big tip. Everybody likes talking about themselves, so you learned how to 
get them to do just that, and almost always you’d be rewarded with a big 


tip. 


“3:00 in the MORNING??!! | mean, why then? Nobody's there!” He let 
out a short little “yong man” chuckle, and said, “Well, this is what | was 
telling you, yong man! You gotta use yo head. Okay, | choose a store 
front, right? And | wash its windows. Then | go home. 


“The next day, | do the same thing—maybe this time | choose a different 
storefront and get there like at 2:00 o'clock instead of 3:00 o'clock in the 
morning. | wash the windows and go back home. Okay, then, the next 
day, | do the same thing, except | do one thing that’s different.” | go, “And 
what's that, old-timer?” He goes, “This time, after | wash the windows, | 
leave my business card. And, like clockwork—and it never fails—The 
next day, | get a call from the managing company of the mall. 


“Somebody be done called them and told them that somebody been 
washing the windows for free, and that I'd left my business card, and that 
they wanted to have me wash they windows from now on, because | did a 
good job. So, the management company hires me to do the windows for 
all the businesses in the strip mall.” 


| go, “No sh*t??!! Man, | would never have thought to do something like 
that!! Man, that’s SMART!!” He’d been leaning forward while telling me 
his business tactic. But now, he sat back, smiling while puffing on his 
cigar, and going, “Yeeeeeah, yong man! See, you gotta use yo head in 
this life!” 
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Then | thought about something. “What's your overhead? Like, | see your 
squeegee and your bucket. But how much does your cleaning fluid cost 
you? That must hit you for a big buck, since you're obviously kept busy 
with work, using such a great tactic, so you'll be using up a lot of cleaning 


Water, yong man, is free!!” He burst out laughing. 


| thought, “Ain't that some sh*t!! This dude is making serious money with 
a squeegee, a bucket, and water.” But | thought of something else! 
Certainly, he must live alone! No other responsibilities to anyone else, 
other than himself. 


“Well, old-timer, that’s pretty good, especially for a single man.” He goes, 
“What makes you think I’m single? I’m married and got two daughters. | 
done sent one of them through college, and she in medical school now. | 
got one more in college, and she be gradiat’n in two years.” 


| thought, “This dude can’t even TALK, talk’n about ‘gradiat’n,’ and he 
done sent TWO Black women to college!” | stil! couldn't accept it! | go, 
“But...| mean, c’mon, man, you must have had some other job before this. 
| don’t mean no offense, or anything, but....window-washing?!” He burst 
out laughing. 


| knew my people, so | was using all the normal voice inflections, head 
movements, and all the particular style of what | call “barber shop rap.” 
And it was just instinctive, so | wasn’t worried about losing that big tip by 
’m washing them windows, | be laughing about the sh*t my DAMN self!!!” 
and he burst out laughing again. We reached his destination, and the cat 
dropped me a $15 tip, about the same that I'd get from a Jaked-up 
businessman who I’d driven from downtown Chicago to O’Hare Airport. 


In Chapter One, War, Colonization and Slavery, we learned a little bit 
about a theory put forth by Dr. lan Morris, in his 493-page book, War! 
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What Is It Good For? - Conflict and the Progress of Civilization from 
Primates to Robots. The theory says that the propagation of war, 
throughout human history, has served the good purpose of making 
humanity much safer and richer. The theory seems to be a very 
distasteful one, yet, at the same time, when you read Dr. Morris’s book 
and simply take note of the evolution of human society, it becomes very 
difficult to claim that the theory is false. 


There is another theory, called evolution, which includes something 
generally described by the term survival of the fittest. While war was 
being waged, there probably always existed, of course, people who would 
philosophically, or just as a natural gut reaction, reject war and view it as 
the most wasteful, deadly, in-human, and non-productive activity of our 
species. Nevertheless, war existed and still exists. 


As regards evolution, an underlying principle of evolution can be summed 
up as struggle in nature. Struggle in nature is an underlying force and 
reality that simply cannot be denied. And it will never go away. If you’re a 
religious person, of whatever religion, that happens to believe that the 
theory of evolution is false, well, | would not waste my time arguing with 
you. But, one thing we can agree with, because we see this in operation 
in our daily lives: Sit on your back side and do nothing; wait for someone 
else to do something for you and see what happens. 


And even when you get in the mix, and start struggling for your survival; 
struggling for you and your wife’s survival, with or without her support; 
struggling to assure that your children will not only survive, but will thrive, 
you are going to find that that struggle is non-stop, and it doesn’t give a 
damned about whether or not you believe in evolution, or the struggle in 
nature; it doesn’t give a sh*t about your religious beliefs; it doesn’t even 
give a sh*t that you may be weak, or perceive yourself to be weak by 
nature. And it doesn’t wait until you get your Reparations before pushing 
you, pushing you, pushing you. 
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It does what it’s here to do: Make your ass WORK—or die. Make you 
stronger or make you weaker. Push you up or push you down. But here’s 
another reality: You have within you the innate power to struggle against 
nature and win every time. ‘Cause you got heart! You got soul! Or, as the 
1920s-through 1940s gangsters used to say, “You got moxie, baby!” It's a 
matter of reaching inside yourself, sometimes reaching deep, and pulling it 
up. And there are even times when the struggle gets so hard that even a 
big hairy-assed, muscle-bound man will cry. 


But, as “Old Blue Eyes,” Frank Sinatra, sung, 


I've been a puppet, a pauper, a pirate, a poet 
A pawn and a king. 

I've been up and down and over and out, 
And | know one thing: 

Each time | find myself lying, 

Flat on my face, 

| just pick myself up and get 

Back in the race! 

That's life! 

(That's life!) 

| tell you, | can’t deny it. 

| thought of quitting, baby 

But my heart just ain’t gonna buy it...!! 


Or | can go James Brown on you: “I don’t need nobody to give me noth'n! 
Open up the door, and I'll get it myself!” Now, if any of ya'll White-folks- 
haters (of whatever color, since White males, these days, are clearly 
being identified, for political reasons, as the number one cancer on earth) 
are highly pissed off for my quoting a White man who was nick-named 
“Old Blue Eyes,” then you’re gonna have a heart attack when you read the 
title of the next chapter! 


Anyway, getting back to the point, and I'll try to make this quick. I’ve tried 
to use stories from my personal life as a message. Whether you are 
handed a Reparations check or not, one thing will continue: struggle in 


260 Uncle Tom’s Uncle 


nature. If you’re handed $800,000, what will it mean? I’m going to let you 
answer that for yourselves, but know this: It is your values, your mindset, 
your habits that are your treasure. If you have good values, a strong 
mindset, and good habits, then that $800,000 will be meaningful. If not, 
then guess what? Yeah, that’s right! 


What | have discovered and what has worked for me in my life, in real 
terms, are a number of basic things including basic principles: 


1. The blessing of having had serious parents 

2. The blessing of having had a tight-knit, strong, tough-love, no- 
excuses accepted, pre-1960s Black community 

3. Establishing a goal 

4. Working extra hard to achieve that goal, in part by postponing 
immediate self-gratification for a higher goal that will take time to 
achieve. 


As regards “working hard,” | am not saying that the oppression of our 
people never existed. | am not saying that our people’s oppression ended 
with slavery, because history has proven otherwise. Earlier, | gave you a 
concrete example of how /, personally, was discriminated against, and 
how my dad had suffered the same form of discrimination, long before | 
was born. So, racism, racial discrimination, etc., certainly contributed to 
the suppression of our people and to, in some cases, generational 
poverty. 


But again! In a very real sense, it doesn’t matter, necessarily, what the 
condition is in the surrounding society. | vowed to myself to try not to 
preach religion, but | just have to drop this on you, because, in fact, the 
following is just a life thing that you can learn without religion: 


Apadil: Le 155383 AS aj Le Sas Y ail G) 
“God changes not the condition of a people 
until they change that which is in their hearts.” 
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Some translations say, “...until they change that which is inside of 
themselves.” Ya'll know what that means!! We are often our own worst 
enemies. And when | say “we,” I’m talking about anybody, no matter the 
race. It does happen that, if we make a serious move towards some goal, 
things start to happen for us as if God works to help us bring that goal into 
being. Those who don’t believe in God would say it different: “When you 
make a move towards something, the Universe makes a move towards 
you.” It starts inside. Free your mind. 


Bring back the dead white males!! 





Dr. Josef ben-Jochannan 
Courtesy african-warrior-scholars.com 


Illinois at Chicago, then called the University of Illinois Circle 
Campus. One of the courses | was taking was my very first 
Calculus course. Unlike pre-med students, who only had to take the first 
course in Calculus, engineering students were required to take four 

courses in Calculus. 


yi year was 1972. | was majoring in engineering at the University of 


The University, at that time, was on a quarter system, not a semester 
system, so the quarter would go by rapidly. At somewhere near half- 
quarter, | realized that | was not getting it. | was not fully understanding 
the material, and | was contemplating as to whether | should drop the 
course and try again next quarter. 


| was still a hardcore black nationalist. A book entitled, Black Man of The 
Nile And His Family, by Dr. Josef Ben-Jochannan, had just been 
published, and everybody in the Black consciousness community was 
reading it and recommending it to me. Convinced that | would not survive 
my Calculus course, | decided to read that 427-page book, written with a 
typeface of ridiculously small font size. 
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“Dr. Ben,” as he was lovingly called in the Black consciousness 
community, had taught on the faculties of colleges and universities in the 
United States and abroad. He was a Senior Lecturer of the Faculty of 
Languages at Al-Azhar University, in Egypt. And for many years he had 
served as Professor of History and Egyptology at Cornell University’s 
Africana Studies and Research Center. Dr. Ben had all the qualifications 
required by any college or university, anywhere on earth. 


Despite the enthusiastic recommendation of the book to me by my fellow 
Black consciousness brothers and sisters, | was at first very hesitant to 
read it. Because | was a super hardcore Black nationalist and 
distinguished myself from what, back then, were called Black cultural 
nationalists, a segment of the Black consciousness community that | 
almost despised. They would be the type, some of them, that would 
literally be walking around dressed as an ancient Pharoah, constantly 
talking about “When we were kings and queens.” 


Chaka, the leader of our black nationalist organization, had no toleration 
whatsoever for such dreamy reminiscence about the “ancient, glorious 
Black past of our Black ancestors.” The only thing that mattered now was 
our hard work to bring into effect the serious goals of The Afro-American 
New Society. And endless casterbation®® was not allowed by Chaka. 
Chaka, though Black nationalist, was simply carrying on the traditional, 
strong, tough-love, no-excuses-accepted ethos of the pre-1960s Black 
parent and Black community. In Chaka’s case, that ethos just happened 
to have a black nationalist spin. 


88 Casterbation is a term that | coined just prior to writing this book. 
Casterbation is the habit of endlessly bitching about the oppression of one’s 
caste, or class in society, or endlessly bragging about the glories of your caste’s 
distant, ancient past. Casterbation can be called a form of psychological 
masturbation. And as with any form of sexual release, the nut (orgasm) 
achieved by casterbation lasts about a minute, relatively speaking, or until it’s 
time to get up and take yo ass to work at a job that doesn’t recognize, or give a 
sh*t about, your status as Pharoah. 
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Anyway, | picked up a copy of Dr. Ben’s book and read it. Wow! Unlike 
Black cultural nationalists, it did not inspire me to walk around dressed like 
Pharoah. Instead, | was so powerfully influenced by Dr. Ben’s revelations 
about the ancient dominance of the Black Egyptians, and the 
achievements that they had made under the leadership of the Black 
pharaohs, that | decided to not drop that Calculus course, and to work my 
behind off to obtain at least a solid C grade out of the course. After all, as 
Count Volnoy, a European aristocrat, had said about the Black people of 
ancient Egypt, and who Dr. Ben had quoted early in his book: 


There a people, now forgotten, discovered while others were yet 
barbarians, the elements of the arts and sciences. A race of men 
now rejected for their sable skin and frizzled hair, found on the study 
of the laws of nature those civil and religious systems that still govern 
the universe.®9 


In other words, math was mine. The Pythagorean theory had not been 
“discovered” by Pythagoras. Pythagoras had gone to school, on the 
island of lonia, Dr. Ben had claimed, and had been taught by men who 
had supposedly been described by the ancient Greeks as, “burnt of skin, 
wooly haired, broad nosed, and thick lipped.” | was to learn that White 
(and particularly Jewish, for some reason) scholars were vehemently 
opposed to that claim and spent a lot of time trying to debunk Dr. Ben’s 
scholarship, supposedly in the interest of “academic integrity.” 


Well, whoever—Dr. Ben or his White detractors—had the best “academic 
integrity” didn’t matter to me. For me, Dr. Ben’s book was fuel to be used 
to kick some behind in life. And that is what | did while in that Calculus 
course. There would be no dressing up as an ancient Pharoah for me. 


What there would be is proving to myself that |, the son of Nathaniel Spain 


Chism and Azelma Dolores Oh-No-You-Won't Chism, and grandson of 
Emma Chism, could compete with any White, Arab, Chinese or Indian 


89 Erom Count C.F. Volney’s, Ruins of Empire, 1789 (Preface to the 1° Edition) 
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student at Circle in the field of science. The Whites, Arabs, Chinese and 
Indians had dominated engineering and sciences at Circle, a status that 
the AME was challenging. 


| double-downed in that Calculus course. | was so determined to pass it 
that | would take the L (elevated train), on Saturdays, to Evanston, Illinois. 
'd get off the train at Foster Street, eat breakfast at a restaurant that was 
right there at the Foster Street L Station. Then I’d walk over to 
Northwestern University’s library, which opened at 8:30 a.m. And | would 
stay there and study Calculus, as well as the other two courses | had, until 
the library closed at midnight, taking a break, of course, about every hour. 


The semester ended. Me, Jomo, Regina Thomas, Joyce Confer, Billy 
Grant, and Shango, all of whom were Black, al! passed that Calculus 
course with a grade of B. Jomo and Shango were pre-med students, so 
passing that course had completed their Calculus requirement. 


Not so myself. | went on to take three more Calculus courses, two of 
which | received, again, grades of B. The last one, the fourth one, | 
received a grade of C. So, | earned a B grade in three out of four of those 
Calculus courses. Of course, there were the other general courses, as 
well as engineering courses that | had to take and that | completed: 
Elementary Differential Equations, the next course after those four 
Calculus courses; Strength of Materials; Statics and Dynamics; Systems 
Engineering, high-level physics courses, inorganic chemistry, Vector 
Analysis, etc. 


There are a wealth of Black people, men and women, in the history of the 
United States who have achieved magnificent success and excellence in 
all types of fields. They, as well as our Black ancestors, are examples 
that we can rightly feel proud of, as well as draw strength from in our daily 
lives, as we push through this struggle in nature that requires us to “grind,” 
as one of my Black mentors, Anmad Saeed, would always put it: “A man 
gotta grind in this life.” 
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But | have a big beef that | must share with you. And that is this nonsense 
of what is now called “cancel culture,” that seeks to not only deny, but 
even destroy the memory of those Europeans in history, both in Europe 
and their descendants here in America, now called “White people,” who 
contributed greatly to the human family. Denying the contributions to the 
human family that were made by Europeans is just some dumb-assed sh*t 
that pisses me off! 


| offer what might appear as a surprising quote to some young, Black, 
cancel-culture advocates in their attempt to view so-called “White culture” 
as something wholly detrimental to Black folks, or something that Black 
folks should downplay and avoid. This is a quote from one of the greatest 
jazz musicians of all times, Miles Davis: 


Another thing | found strange after living 
and playing in New York for a little while 
was that a lot of black musicians didn’t 
know anything about music theory. Bud 
Powell was one of the few musicians | 
knew who could play, write, and read all 
kinds of music. A lot of the old guys 
thought that if you went to school it would 
ae : make you play like you were white. Or, if 
Miles Davis you learned something from theory, then 
putyorecordson.blogspot.com ——_ yoy would lose the feeling in your 
playing. | couldn’t believe that all them 
guys like Bird, Prez, Bean, all them cats wouldn't go to museums or 
libraries and borrow those musical scores so they could check out 
what was happening. 





| would go to the library and borrow scores by all those great 
composers, like Stravinsky, Alban Berg, Prokofiev. | wanted to see 
what was going on in all of music. Knowledge is freedom and 
ignorance is slavery, and | just couldn't believe someone could be 
that close to freedom and not take advantage of all the sh*t that they 
can. It’s like a ghetto mentality telling people that they aren’t 
supposed to do certain things, that those things are only 
reserved for White people [Author emphasis]. When | would tell 
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other musicians about all this, they would just kind of shine me on. 
You know what | mean? So | just went my own way and stopped 
telling them about it.47 


Cancel culture advocates have a ghetto mentality. And how fascinating 
it is that there was a time when some White Americans who were racists 
did not want to listen to Black folks playing classical music, as I'll show 
below with another quote from Miles. The reason should be obvious: 
They wanted to /imit Black folks within an artificially constructed and 
conscribed space in which the world at large, for Black folks, did not exist. 


(Ever think about why the recording industry so much loves black gangsta 
music? Is it just because it makes money? Or could it be because 
somebody prefers to keep us away from excellence? Now, young Black 
folks have thrown away Jazz in preference to “singing” about killing each 
other. That's so pitiful and slavish. Wake up.) 


Classical music, classical art in general, the knowledge about world 
cultures in general, was not to be exposed to Black people. And now, 
today, astonishingly, it is not racist White people who are attempting to 
deny our people access to world culture. It is some of our own so-called 
Black scholars in the rarefied halls of American academia. 


They have become disconnected from the elevated tradition of our 
ancestors, a tradition that incorporated a huge thirst for knowledge and 
demanded of their children the acquiring of that knowledge. If, back in the 
day, a Black mother was leaving her crib, with her child, to take that child 
to The Art Institute of Chicago, which, at that time, featured traditional 
European classical art, and some Negro was standing in front of her 
saying, “You shouldn't be taking your child downtown to worship them 
White folks,” she would have taken her pistol out of her purse (especially if 
she was a Chicago woman), and said, “Mr., if you don’t get the hell out of 
my way, I’m gone blow you into next week!” 
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Pre-1960s Black parents were keen on expanding their children’s world. 
My dad sent me to Wurlitzer Piano Company, in downtown Chicago, on 
Wabash Street, every Saturday for three years, to learn European 
classical music from a gifted Black classical music instructor named 
Wilfred Cornell. There did not exist the embarrassing stupidity called 
‘cancel culture,’ attempting to nullify the contributions of Europeans to 
world culture and attempting to block our people from learning about it. 


Let's see another quote from Miles: 


My father was from Arkansas. He grew up there on a farm that his 
father, Miles Dewey Davis 15, owned. My grandfather was a 
bookkeeper, so good at what he did he did it for white people and 
made a whole lot of money. He bought five hundred acres of land in 
Arkansas around the turn of the century [Around about 1899 to the 
early 1900s]. When he bought all that land, the white people in the 
area who had used him to straighten out their financial matters, their 
money books, turned against him. Ran him off his land. In their 
minds, a black man wasn’t supposed to have all that land and all that 
money. He wasn’t supposed to be smart, smarter than them. It 
hasn't changed too much; things are like that even today. 


For most of my life my grandfather lived under threats from white 
men. He even used his son, my Uncle Frank, as a bodyguard to 
protect him from them. The Davises were always ahead of the 
game, my father and grandfather told me. And | believed them. 
They told me that people in our family were special people—artists, 
businessmen, professionals, and musicians—who played for the 
plantation owners back in the old days before slavery was over. 
These Davies played classical music, according to my grandfather. 
That's the reason my father couldn't play or listen to music after 
slavery was over, because my grandfather said, “They only let 
black people play in the gin houses and honky-tonks.” [Author 
emphasis]. What he meant was that they—the white people—didn't 
want to listen to no black folks playing classical music anymore; they 
only wanted to hear them sing spirituals or the blues. [Author 
emphasis] Now, | don’t know how true that is, but that’s what my 
father told me.48 
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Now today, especially the White liberals, they really don’t want Black people 
to listen to any other music other than gangsta. They want to keep Black 
folks as slaves. And an intellectual Black elite (house Negroes), shockingly, 
appear to be making a strong attempt to put us back into slavery 
intellectually. 


They have become a new type of house Negro, telling us, “Now, dontchu 
go be LEARN’N ‘about dem White folk! ‘Cause, see, youza niggah! Why, 
dat’s all you /Z, see?! So, you just get yo harmonica, and go back there in 
de alley, and stay in yo place, like a GOOD niggah should, BOY!” As 
harsh as | sound, that’s precisely how some of our black intellectuals appear 
to me: as house Negroes trying to put is all back on the plantation, using 
lame, empty, weak tactics, such as cancel culture, that are based in 
ignorance. 


Don't learn classical music. Don’t learn about Shakespeare. Don’t read 
the Greek classics. Don’t read about the various elements that combined 
to create Western civilization—whether you like that civilization or not. 
Just be a good slave. Just stay in your place, boy. This is the attitude 
coming not from White folks. It's coming from our own, self-destructive, 
so-called educated elite—like the BLM “leaders” whose influenced clearly 
helped caused destruction in cities of America in the summer of 2020. It’s 
disgusting beyond any words one can use. More disgusting, perhaps, is 
the fact that they are proud of their ignorance and backwardness and their 
attempts to put our Black people back onto the plantation. 


We have some huge problems in America. And those problems are 
problems that we can tackle and be successful in keeping them from 
swallowing us up. One of the problems is competition from abroad. 


Despite all the angst about our country from the American Left in 
particular; despite all the perpetual bitching and attempts to blame 
everything on one group or another, America has produced a culture that 
has been vibrant enough and strong enough so that a Black man with a 
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squeegee and a bucket and water can send two daughters through 
college. Or a Black man like Miles Davis can rise to become a ‘Professor’ 
of music, and you can create your own list. 


| am not going to list the problems that we, as a nation, are facing. I'll just 
say this. We need all hands on deck! We live in the same house. We 
cannot afford this continued in-fighting, that, quite frankly, is being 
artificially fueled, in large part, by some politicians, a political party, and 
some global entities (one in particular) that are standing by, like vultures, 
to pick us apart. | have to limit the size of this book, obviously, so | can’t 
talk about everything. 


All| can tell you is that, if you want to widen your perspective about the 
threats against our country—threats that are both internal and external— 
then you should take some time to visit free-speech social media outlets. 
And stop believing the propaganda that free-speech, New Tech (Alt-Tech) 
platforms are all “racist.” That charge is a trick to keep you from 
learning—to keep you a slave, on the plantation; to keep you ignorant. 


Read the newspapers of different countries; open your mind to various 
sources of information, not just the wholly corrupt mainstream media. 
Stop blaming Whites for every single thing under the sun. Constantly 
doing that will psychologically cripple you because, rather than turn 
inward, you'll always be shifting blame for your problems onto others. 
They're not gods. 


The world of the traditional, highly-competent Black jazz musician offers 
an interesting study of one part of the American scene with respect to the 
issue of “race” in America, historically, but also the issue of striving for 
excellence, no matter who you are; no matter what race you are. 


Unfortunately, | can no longer find the exact quote from Alice Coltrane, 
John Coltrane’s wife. But Coltrane spoke to the importance of the 
European classical tradition for Jazz musicians. I’m using classical music 
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as just an example of the right and duty of Black folks to imbibe in world 
culture. I’m not relegating the appreciation of world culture to music. I’m 
just using music as an example. Do not allow highly-misguided, alleged 
scholars, of whatever race, to tell you that knowledge has been 
“cancelled,” or that you shouldn’t study and /earn about something 
because “It’s racist.” Those people are just pitifully small-minded, as well 
as ignorant, that’s all. 


By the way, cancel culture was created by the Communists, who also, in 
the early days of Communism, tore down statues, attempting to erase 
history. Where is the Soviet Union now? If you destroy your history, 
including the ugly parts, you destroy yourself. Or, at least, you injure 
yourself; you injure your intellect. 


Miles, as is obvious from the above quote, highly respected the European 
classical music tradition, although he did have a beef with today’s 
classical musicians, whom he felt played like “robots.” There’s a reason 
for that that I'll explain, and that Miles clearly understood, after this quote. 


So after Bernie turned purple like that, | just went to Gil and told him, 
“Gil, you don't have to write that music like that. It’s too close for the 
musicians to play. You don’t have to make the trumpet players 
sound like they're perfect, because these trumpet players are 
Classically trained and they don’t like to miss no notes no how.” So 
he agreed with that. In the beginning, we had the wrong trumpet 
players because we had those who were classically trained. But that 
was a problem. We had to tell them not to play exactly like it was on 
the score... 


Like most other classical players, they play only what you put in front 
of them. That's what classical music is; the musicians only play 
what's there and nothing else. They can remember and have the 
ability of robots. In classical music, if one musician isn’t like the 
other, isn’t all the way a robot, like all the rest, then the other robots 
make fun of him or her, especially if they’re black. That's all that [it] 
is, that’s all the classical music is in terms of the musicians who play 
it—robot sh*t.49 
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Miles was clearly talking about European classical musicians of today, not 
of the earlier periods of European classical music. Because improvisation 
was a strong part of being a classical musician in the pre-Baroque through 
the Romantic period, and they were far from being robots. Mozart, for 
instance, was one of the finest improvisers of all time. One outlet for 
improvisation, during those periods in particular, was in the cadenza of 
classical and romantic concertos. 


The writings of musicologists inform us that the traditional classical 
musicians of those periods did not take the sheet music as literally as they 
do today, and improvisation then was normal. Over time, the 
improvisational skills of the classical musician became virtually lost, and 
total reliance on written sheet music, as Miles complained about, became 
the norm. There are a few people who have passed on the classical 
music improvisational tradition and skills to keep it alive. 


So Miles definitely had no beef with the classical tradition, and he even 
studied it and embraced it, as you saw in the earlier quote. His beef was 
with the modern classically trained musician that, unfortunately, had never 
been trained in the more traditional manner in which classical music 
improvisation was very much alive, but, over time, became virtually lost. 


Do not block yourselves from anything. Whether the knowledge be in the 
realm of music, architecture, art, war, or whatever, it’s yours. You don’t 
cancel Hitler. He cancelled himself. You study Hitler. You don’t cancel 
George Washington or Thomas Jefferson because they had slaves. You 
study them. That's history. Don’t be stupid. Seriously. In fact, can 
somebody—anybody—design a shirt that reads, “Stop the stupid!” 


And if you're going to cancel others who were not perfect, but who left 
strong marks, sometimes very positive, on this earth, then ask yourself 
what you have contributed. Let’s cancel cancel culture and get back to 
sanity! 
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Prophet Muhammad said, “Knowledge is the lost treasure of a believer. 
Take it wherever you find it.” If you don’t believe in Islam or religion, then 
believe in yourself. He also said, “Seek knowledge, even if it means 
crawling on your hands and knees to China.” 


One of my Muslim mentors, Nurruddin Abdul Latif, a magnificent scholar, 
now deceased, was a very serious Black man from the old school. He 
used to complain about Black folks. He once said, “Our people gotta stop 
making excuses. We don't have to go to China to get knowledge. China 
has come to us—We’ve got computers.” | responded, “But Nurruddin, 
some people can't afford computers.” No excuses. He replied, “What do 
you think those computers in the library are there for?” Again: no 
excuses. And cancel cancel culture. 


Let's look at another remarkable example in the field of classical music, 
which is yours. And do not let egghead, no-thinking Black or White 
people tell you that classical music is a “white supremacist” expression. 
It's MUSIC, goddammit!! It's got nothing whatsoever to do with “white 
supremacy.” Be smart. 


David T. Oswell was a musician who was born in Boston in the year 1834 
and died in 1902. He moved to Canada 
in the 1850s, and it’s believed he did so 
to avoid being captured and put into 
slavery, due to the 1850 Fugitive Slave 
Act that placed all northern blacks, free = | 
born or not, in danger of being kidnapped | 9 33 
into slavery. Oswell was known as al 
“Professor Oswell’ because of his 
mastery of the viola, violin, guitar, and 
European classical music. He had a long 
and distinguished career as a teacher of 
the violin and the guitar. He wrote 
several operettas, and he led a 





David T. Oswell. 


Courtesy wordpress.clarku.edu/ 
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professional European classical music orchestra. Here is an excerpt from 
an 1875 Massachusetts newspaper regarding one of his performances: 


“_.A fine concert was given by this new association of young colored 
at the South Kussell street church on Tuesday evening. Elijah W. 
Smith, the popular poet, is president of the association. David 
Oswell is the musical director. James Henry, basso, and Miss P.E. 
Allen, soloists, were encored. The instrumental music was by Mr. 
Oswell, Madeline Talbot and Mrs. Wilson. James M. Scrutton added 
the...” 

Publication place: Boston, Suffolk County, Massachusetts, United 
States 

Publication date: Mar 13 187550 


Who is your real enemy? “Right wing” conservatives? Or “liberals” (White 
or Black) who tell you that breathing is a white supremacist act? If you 
breathe, that is a white supremacist act, because you're breathing the 
same air that White folks are breathing. And since the majority of citizens 
of the United States are White, you are supporting white supremacy So, 
you should stop breathing—now. Either that or create Black air (Whatever 
that is). And any White person breathing Black air should be tried in a 
court of law, found guilty, and sentenced to imprisonment for attempted 
murder due to theft of Black air. (BLM and the SCLC should get on this!) 


It looks to me as if the liberal left (Whites or Blacks) want you to continue 
“singing” gangsta music about your women being “bitches” and “hos.” 
Seems to me they want you to continue “singing” gangsta music about 
blowing another Black man’s head off. Yeah, that’s what they want. It 
keeps you ignorant and in the pockets of political manipulators. 


Well, the good news is that not every young Black person has confined 
himself or herself to mediocrity. Anthony and DeMarre McGill are world- 
renown European classical music masters. | remember when they were 
little boys at Sherwood Conservatory of Music, where | once worked. 
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Anthony McGill?® now serves as the principal clarinetist for the New York 
Philharmonic Orchestra, that orchestra’s first Black 
principal player. He also maintains a strong 
international solo and chamber music career. Both of 
his parents, as | witnessed at Sherwood, were 
intimately involved in Anthony’s nurturing as a strong 
Black man and a focused, dedicated artist. | used to 
see both of his parents arrive at Sherwood with 
Anthony (Ditto for his brother, DeMarre) taking them to 

. their music lessons. Now they both are internationally 
sal famous. His parents are from the old school, lucky for 
anthonymcgill.com him and his older brother. 





DeMarre McGill is now principal flute of the Seattle Symphony. DeMarre 
has played as a soloist with the Philadelphia Orchestra, the Seattle, 
Pittsburgh, Dallas, Grant Park, San Diego and Baltimore symphony 
orchestras. At age 15 he played with 
the Chicago Symphony Orchestra. 
Anthony and DeMarre’s parents are 
DeMarre McGill Sr. and his wife Ira 
Carol. DeMarre Sr. is a retired 
firefighter and Ira Carol is a retired 
educator. In order to advance their 
children, they mortgaged their home 
five times. When their children were 5 DeMarre McGill 
born, they promised each other that Courtesy thefluteview.com 

they would spare no expense to raise 

successful Black men. | could have chosen from a number of fields. The 
whole world is available to you. Do not allow yourself to be boxed in by 
the incessant invocation of the “400-year®"” trap. You're here now. Kick 
some behind—Chicago style!! 





9° See: Original Internet source; (Archived file) 
91 My reference to the complaint, “My people been persecuted for 400 years! !” 





They deem him their worst enemy 


who tells them the truth. 
(Plato) 





President Trump’s walk from the White House to St. John’s Church 
Courtesy New York Times photographer, Doug Mills 


Jihad (Really?!) 


did not vote for Trump is 2016. | was curious, like everyone else, 

because he was just weird and very wild. He seemed to be doing, and 

saying, everything that he could to Jose—on purpose. “Make America 
Great Again,” automatically interpreted by me, a Black man—especially a 
former hardcore Black nationalist—as code language for “Make America 
White Again.” | was like, “This dude got BIG nerve!” It wasn’t a 
compliment, though my overall perspective of him would change greatly. 
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Then he jumps on Mexicans: 


"When Mexico sends its people, they're not sending the best. They're 
not sending you, they're sending people that have lots of problems 
and they're bringing those problems," Trump said in a speech at 
Trump Tower in New York. "They're bringing drugs, they're bringing 
crime. They're rapists and some, | assume, are good people, but | 
speak to border guards and they're telling us what we're getting." 


Not to leave anyone out, he targets my religious community, Muslims: 


"Without looking at the various polling data, it is obvious to anybody 
the hatred is beyond comprehension. Where this hatred comes from 
and why we will have to determine. Until we are able to determine 
and understand this problem and the dangerous threat it poses, our 
country cannot be the victims of horrendous attacks by people that 
believe only in Jihad and have no sense of reason or respect for 
human life. If | win the election for President, we are going to Make 
America Great Again."52 


Trump had also said something like, “We have to know who these people 
are.” Uh oh. This time | had to agree. Trump was right—100% right. We 
had to know which Muslims were entering our country. Here again, 
personal experience comes into the picture. 


The year was 1975. That was the year, recall, that | left the University. 
But before | left, | was converted to Islam by a Black man named 
Muhammad Al-Bakri. | became a Sunni®2 Muslim, which is also called an 
“orthodox Muslim.” It would be one year later that Sulaiman would convert 
me to the peaceful Anmadiyya sect of Islam. 


92 From the word “sunnah,” which means practice, referring to how Prophet 
Muhammad practiced Islam in his life. Please also note that any mention of 
Prophet Muhammad in this book should be understood to be followed by the 
words sallalaho alaihe wa salaam, which means “Peace and blessings of Allah 
be upon him.” 
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Anyway, in 1975 | was living in the Blackwood Hotel, in the Hyde Park 
section of Chicago. One day | was shopping at the Hyde Park Co-op. | 
saw a bearded White man, who looked only a little bit older than me, 
shopping in another aisle. We kept glancing at each other. | had my kufi, 
my Islamic cap, on my head, and he had a cap also. 


He looked White—blue eyes, blonde hair, pale skin. Yet, | kept thinking, 
“Maybe he’s a light-skinned Black—very light-skinned.” I’d never seen a 
blue-eyed, blonde-haired, Black person before, so | was baffled. | knew 
that White Muslims existed. But to see one—an actual White Muslim— 

was a bit hard for me to swallow at the time. | was confused. 


We finally ended up in the same aisle. He said to me, “Assalamo 
Alaikum, achi,”®2 with such a mellow voice and soft, inviting smile, 
obviously taking my kufi as a sign that | was Muslim. | fully knew the story 
of El-Hajj Malik El-Shabbaz, aka, Malcolm X—how he’d met and prayed 
with White Muslims. In fact, | was to learn that he, Umar Farug Abd- 
Allah%, as he would introduce himself, had accepted Islam directly due to 
how much he was inspired after reading Alex Haley’s, The Autobiography 
of Malcolm X. But | just stood there for a moment, staring at him as if he 
was an alien from outer space. Then | responded, finally: “Wa Alaikum 
Salaam... Achi.” It was the first time in my life that I'd called a 
White man “brother.” And a true human brother he turned out to be 
(Although | know that he would highly disapprove of my potty mouth, as 
he rightly should). 


Then came the regular, how long have you been Muslim; how did you find 
out about Islam; who brought you into the Deen®; where did you take 


93 “achi” means brother 

°4 Today Umar is a well-known world-renown Muslim scholar of Islam. Here is 
a short biography of Umar, though there are longer ones online: Original 
Internet source; (Archived file) 

°5 The Way; The Practice. The Dao, you might say. 
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your Shahada,%* questions often asked more so by converts to Islam 
when they make a new acquaintance of another Muslim. We got through 
that, and then he hit me with a surprise. “Achi, we have a room at our 
Mosque, Jamaat-ul-Muslimeen. We've been looking for a tenant. The 
rent is reasonable. Would you be interested?” 


| was to learn, later, that this form of hospitality was very common 
amongst Muslims, and Umar was the very epitome of a typical hospitable 
Muslim. | took it as hospitality, even though I’d be paying rent. | 
responded that | already had an apartment, but “Jazakallah®” for the 

ONT iy ecscenvendsy achi.” After some more talking, we gave our salaams and 


| thought about his offer for days. After a week had passed, | decided, 
“Why not!” | knew that his offer was made, in part, because | was new to 
Islam. His eyes sparkled with such care that it was clear, from his soul, 
that his offer was meant that | begin my Islamic days living in a Mosque, 
where there would be Muslims there for Juma’ prayer, classes, talks, 
discussions. So, | contacted him and moved into the Jamaat-ul- 
Muslimeen Mosque, then at 10050 S. Halstead Street, now a vacant lot. 


I’ve lived long enough to know that no matter the religion, when one first 
joins, there is this strong feeling of other-worldliness. That's how | felt as 
anew convert to Islam. Islam: the religion of peace. People? That's 
another story. In every religion, there are people that just ain’t so 
peaceful. There are people with bipolar problems; people who believe 
that religion will solve their mental problems—say your prayers five times 


%6 Your declaration of faith: “There is no God but Allah and Muhammad is the 
Messenger of Allah,” the first and only thing that formally brings you into the 
Deen of Islam. 

97 “May God reward you with goodness.” It is an expression of gratitude, like 
saying “thank you,” except that, in Islam, all things come from God. So the 
understanding is that, ultimately, the gratitude is gratitude to God. 

38 Friday congregational prayer. 
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a day and you'll be cured [NOT!] As a Catholic, perform prayer with your 
Rosary every day, and no human weakness will ever touch you [NOT!] 
Meditate in the padmasana (Lotus) position, and when your boss pisses 
you off, you will simply smile [LIE!] You’re now immune from certain 
physical temptations [DEFINITELY not!] 


Aside from people with the same problems that any person can have, 
there were the fundamentalist Catholics; the fundamentalist Jews; the 
fundamentalist Christians, Muslims, etc.—the ones that take it upon 
themselves to attempt to bring into being, on this earth, by any means 
necessary, a version of the world they envision. 


The first incident occurred when | was dead sleep in my room at the 
Mosque. | was the only one in the Mosque. | was shaken out of my sleep 
by someone banging on the front door, hollering, “Open this door IN THE 
NAME OF ALLAH!!!” over and over and over again. | got up, walked 
downstairs and went to the front door. “Who is it?” | asked. OPEN THIS 
DOOR, | DEMAND YOU, IN THE NAME OF ALMIGHTY ALLAH!!!” 


| replied, “Brother, unless you calm down, | am not opening this door.” 
Then he said, “The Holy Prophet Muhammad said that when someone 
comes to the Mosque...” | cut him off before he could finish using Prophet 
Muhammad, and saasid, “Prophet Muhammad is dead!” | was new to 
Islam, so all ! heard was a maniac, and | didn’t care what Prophet 
Muhammad had said one-thousand four-hundred years ago, in Mecca. 
This was Chicago, today. 


My reply must have shocked him, because he instantly shut his mouth 
and got quiet, apparently trying to figure out what he could use next, 
having been confronted with someone who, despite “in the Name of Allah” 
and despite “The Holy Prophet Muhammad” was not gonna let some 
raging maniac fool in the Mosque. | took advantage of the silence: Almost 
in one movement, | quickly opened the door, placed my hand on his chest, 
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pushed him back as easily as | could, closed the door behind me, and 
said, “What's up with you, brother? You gotta calm down.” 


He started bitching about some altercation he had had earlier in the day 
with some brother that was associated with the Mosque. | knew a bit of 
psychology, so | just stood there listening, letting him get it off his chest. 
Then, strangely, out of the blue walked up two plain clothes cops. It was 
very weird, because | could not, for the life of me, figure out where they 
came from. It was as if they'd walked through another dimension. 


One of them said, “Is everything okay here?” They were plain clothes, but 
there guns were in plain sight. | responded, “Everything’s fine, 
Officer...right, achi?” The brother twisted his mouth in frustration, and 
said, “Naam... mean, yes...officer.” The two officers cut their eyes at 
both of us, and said, “Are you guys sure.” | said, “We're fine, officer. 
Everything's okay.” 


The officers left. Achi left also. | thought, “Why were those officers here? 
Why did they just happen to be here?” My intuition was telling me that 
they had been stationed there, for some reason. | couldn't figure out why 
they would be stationed at a Mosque of Allah. That would be cleared up 
as time went on. 


One day, after Juma, we attendees were told that a sheikh%, newly 
arrived to the States from Pakistan, would be visiting the Mosque one 
night with special gifts. That night came and the sheikh arrived. The gift 
turned out to be free scholarships to a madrassa.1°° The sheikh had a 
long white beard. He was wearing a turban. His eyes and humble smile 
spoke of great religious piety. 


°° Muslim religious scholar 
100 Religious school 
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But my intuition was speaking of something else: suspicion. Why would 
somebody be handing out full scholarships to a school, somewhere in the 
Middle East, your plane fare, books, lodging, food, clothing, and 
everything being taken care of for free? In the hood when something was 
suspicious, someone would say, “There’s some sh*t in the game!” And 
that’s what it smelled like to me. | smiled, took the application he had 
handed me, and said, “Jazakallah.” 


That same evening | went to a pay phone to call Sulaiman, who would 
bring me into Anmadiyyat the next year. Sulaiman’s story might be akin to 
Malcolm's, or maybe even a little bit stronger, the only difference being 
that Sulaiman was not known. He had been with me in the AANS when 
we were Black nationalists. His martial arts skills were so awesome that 
he reached a level of sparring with black belts and winning, and he didn’t 
even have official rank. 


After the AANS folded, he became a hardcore, stomp-down pimp, 
pimping, as they say, “from Maine to Spain, from the Big Apple" to the 
Pineapple'®2, all across the Bubble'®3, Baby!” He eventually reformed his 
life, left The Game, and accepted Islam through the Anmadiyya Movement 
in Islam‘, In Anmadiyyat, he rose to the high rank of National Qaid‘ of 
Khuddam-ul-Ahmadiyya, U.S.A, the youth wing (from ages 15 to 39) of the 
Ahmadiyya Muslim Community. In Rabwah, Pakistan, the then 
headquarters of Anmadiyyat, he spoke before an international crowd of 
500,000. Sulaiman had always mastered whatever he went into, whether 
it was karate, the streets, women, Islam, high-level chemistry courses he 
and | took together, hair-dressing, whatever. My dad liked his manhood. 
And because Sulaiman was short and tough, dad called him Mighty 
Mouse. 
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So there was no question in my mind, due to the depth of his multi-faceted 
life experiences and deep knowledge, that he’d pull my coat about the 
“free” scholarship to the Middle East to learn Islam more thoroughly. | ran 
it down to him over the phone. He said, “Yeah, they're gonna teach you a 
lot over there if you go. You're gonna be indoctrinated, and you'll learn 
enough of Islam that you can then corruptly use to wage physical jihad 
and justify killing folks. 


“Once you're fully indoctrinated, they’re gonna teach you about grenades, 
mortars, shoulder-mounted heat-seeking anti-aircraft guns, how to blow 
up a tank or a busload of ‘disbelievers,’ and maybe even how to chop off 
some heads.” | decided that it was probably best to stay in Chicago. My 
intuition had served me well. 


Another night and another repetition of noises had awakened me. This 
time it was not someone banging at the door of the Mosque. | had heard 
clicking sounds downstairs in the prayer room. A number of the brothers 
had spent the night there, which could be common at a Mosque—people 
just wanting to read Qur'an, pray, meditate, have a conversation, and then 
just spend the night at the Mosque, sleeping on the floor. 


| got up and went downstairs. There were about eight brothers there, all 
with rifles. They were checking them, aiming them as if they were aiming 
it at something—or someone. And the clicking sound—the cocking and 
then de-cocking. They all had blank faces, as if this was some sort of 
regular routine. 


“Uh....brothers, what's up?” One of the brothers looked at me and said, 
“It's okay, brother, go back to sleep...We'll take care of it.” Instantly the 
words, “Oh no you WON’T!!” popped into my mind. Whatever it was, 
there was not going to be any taking “care of it” while / was in that 
Mosque. | go, “Brother, you gone have to do better than that.” He sighed 
a little bit and said, “Really, brother, it’s nothing to worry about. We had a 
little altercation the other day with a rival Mosque. 
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“They’re not happy, and they might be coming to pay us a visit.” 


| just stared at the brother. And | was thinking, “What the hell is a ‘rival 
Mosque?” We were all Muslims—part of the international Ummah‘: the 
Dar-ul-Islam.1°” This is Islam, the religion of peace. Rival Mosque? | 
turned around, ran upstairs, packed my sh*t, ran back downstairs, opened 
the front door, /eft, walked to a pay phone, called my mom, and said, 
“Make room.” | never heard, after that day, if the “rival Mosque” had 
come, and never asked. |’d already properly paid my rent, so | owed 
nobody a single thing, except my Salaams, which | quickly gave to the 
brothers when | reached the front door: “Assalamo Alaikum!” 


| remained a Sunni Muslim for one year. During that time | visited many of 
the make-shift, storefront Mosques, formal Mosques, homes of Muslims, 
etc., for various things, in the Chicago area. It seemed a rule of thumb 
that, whenever | went to a Mosque, invariably there would be a group of 
men, sitting in the corner, in a circle. And I’d always hear the word “jihad” 
being said. They were always speaking in low tones. 


| remember once when | was in downtown Chicago, and it was Juma. | 
could not get to a regular Mosque, but there was a large office space that 
was used for Juma prayer on Wabash Street, just south of Adams, on the 
west side of the street. It was called The Downtown Center. When | got 
upstairs, there was a sign saying that a visiting Imam would be leading the 
prayer and giving the Khutbah1%8. | walked into the Mosque, performed 
my individual prayers, and sat down. 


When it came time for the Khutbah, the Imam went to the podium and 
started his sermon. He was dressed Jake, except he had no tie. His 
collar was open. He had a goatee and was not wearing anything on his 
head. He was Egyptian and looked more like a playboy than a sheikh. 


106 Community 
107 The abode of Islam; the world of Islam 
108 Sermon 
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And then the Khutbah came. It was filled to the brim with “Death to 
America,” and how “Jihad is coming to America,” and all of that. 


It pissed me off because | was there to enjoy a quiet sermon about the life 
of Prophet Muhammad, or about keeping good morals (For some strange 
reason, women never suddenly disappeared after I'd accepted Islam), or 
about going fisabilillah, that is, going in the Way of Allah, or about Zikr, 
i.e., remembrance of Allah. All this chump talked about—and /oudly—was 
destroying America. | wondered how this chump had the brazen audacity 
to stand there, in downtown Chicago, one of the largest cities on earth, 
to talk sh*t. 


Interestingly, no one gave the takbirs°9. Everyone was sitting on the 
floor, quietly, heads and eyes generally peeled to the floor in front of them. 
| found it kind of funny that no one gave the takbirs during any part of that 
man’s khutbah. 


The congregants there were composed of Pakistani Americans, Indian 
Americans, Egyptian Americans, Indonesian Americans, Chinese 
Americans, a smattering of Black and White Americans. And no doubt 
there were doctors, lawyers, and people of other professionals who had 
offices there in the downtown area. This was nota “rival Mosque.” He’d 
come to the wrong place. 


Most Muslim Americans don’t give a whit about the form of jinad‘"° that 
that chump was talking about. Like every other American, they just want 
to make a living, go to Juma, if they could find a Mosque close enough to 


109 Saying, or shouting, “Allahu Akbar!!!” When a Muslim, for instance, gives a 
great, fiery speech, people will shout, “Allahu Akbar,” i.e., “God is the 
Greatest!” 

110 At root the word jihad means struggle. And Prophet Muhammad had said 
that the best Jihad was the Jihad Akbar: the Great Jihad, which, he said, was the 
struggle against oneself. 
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their gig, raise their families, watch football on Sundays; try hard (or not) 
to stay away from women—just live their lives. 


Every scene has its own flavor. And, unless you've been around Muslims 
a long time, you would not have noticed, that day, what | easily noticed. 
The quiet in that Mosque, called The Downtown Center, was pin drop. 
And not because of his rousing speech. Believe me, | know American 
Muslims. Juma is always quiet. But the pin-drop quiet was because 
everybody was hoping that he would not be long-winded, so we could get 
to the congregational prayer, and get back to work, our religious obligation 
having been fulfilled. 


Unfortunately, he was long-winded. So, here were these regular Muslim 
Americans, listening to this recently arrived Muslim from Egypt who was 
associated with the Ikwan-ul-Muslimeen, i.e., the Muslim Brotherhood, 
“singing,” as my Indian friend, Muhammad Aziz Anmed would say about 
people who were talking sh*t: “Brother, he’s just singing.” And he sang for 
what seemed like forever, which, by the way, was a violation of the 
practice of Prophet Muhammad, who had instructed that Kutbahs not be 
long, so as not to inconvenience the people. 


By the way, as an aside, immediately after 9/11, the FBI started cracking 
down all over the U.S. On Devon Street, in Chicago, both a Muslim and 
Jewish business district, some 26%, | think the figure was, of Muslim 
businesses closed or moved to Canada, due, it’s claimed, to abusive and 
illegal pressure from the FBI. Young legal defense lawyers set up a 
storefront on Devon lending their expertise to Muslim businessmen in an 
attempt to protect their rights as U.S. citizens. 


Of course, such pressure from the government, in my humble or not so 
humble opinion, had a good effect: All the singing that Muslims had been 
doing, all over the country, ceased. In the place of singing, Muslims 
suddenly started holding inter-faith meetings with Christians in a kumbaya 
attempt to shield Islam and Muslims from heavy scrutiny (Good job, FBI!!) 
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Aside from maniacs banging on Mosque doors, free scholarships to 
somewhere in the Middle East, rival Mosques, and singing, my first year 
as a Sunni Muslim was okay, once | began to realize that crazy doesn’t 
discriminate. No matter what religion, it will be occupied by crazy people, 
as well as sane people. It will be occupied by people who really just want 
to worship God, and others who just want to be God. Unfortunately, and 
forgive me for saying this, but religion often does seem to have some 
hidden ability to attract crazy people. Naturally, ahem, | exclude myself. 


In time | decided that | just had to split Chicago. Thinking about my 
broken marriage had become too much. | moved to St. Louis with 
Sulaiman, as | mentioned earlier. In time, | left Sunni Islam and became 
an Ahmadi Muslim, converted by Sulaiman. It was in Anmadiyyat, which 
was dedicated to spreading Islam strictly through peaceful means, that | 
learned why the hot jihad mentality in the Muslim world had developed, 
something President Trump had wondered about. The jihad mentality had 
not been rooted in political reasons. 


| made up the term, psycho-spiritual malady to describe the corrupted 
form of hot jinad mentality. But it was the founder of Anmadiyyat, Hazrat 
Mirza Ghulam Ahmad (1835-1908) who explained fully. He had said the 
following in a book that he had written entitled Masih Hindustein Mein, i.e., 
The Messiah in India: | bold and italicize some sentences. 


| have written this book so that by adducing proofs from established 
facts, conclusive historical evidence of proven value, and ancient 
documents of other nations, | might dispel the serious 
misconceptions which are current among Christians and most 
Muslim sects regarding the earlier and the later life of Jesus. The 
dangerous consequences of these misconceptions have not only 
hijacked and destroyed the concept of Tauhid—Divine Unity, but 
their insidious and poisonous influence has long been noticed 
in the moral condition of Muslims in this country. 


It is these baseless myths and tales that result in spiritual maladies, 
like immorality, malice, callousness, and cruelty, which are almost 
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endemic among most Islamic sects. Virtues like human sympathy, 
compassion, affability, love of justice, meekness, modesty, and 
humility are disappearing by the day, as if they will soon bid a hasty 
farewell to them. This callousness and moral degradation makes 
many a Muslim appear only marginally different from wild 
beasts. A Jain"! or a Buddhist is afraid of killing even a mosquito or 
a flea and detests such an act, but alas! there are many among 
Muslims who would kill an innocent person with impunity and 
commit wanton murder without the least fear of God Almighty 
Who rates human life higher than all other animals. 


Why then this callousness, cruelty, and lack of sympathy? It is 
because from their very childhood, myths and false stories 
regarding a false concept of Jihad are drummed into their ears 
and instilled into their hearts. As a result, they gradually become 
morally dead and cease to realize the heinousness of such 
abominable deeds. On the other hand, a man who murders an 
unsuspecting person and brings ruin to his family, thinks that he has 
done a meritorious and rightful deed and made the most of an 
opportunity to win social acclaim. This is because no sermons or 
lectures are delivered in our country to discourage such evils, and if 
at all there are any such sermons, they have an aura of hypocrisy 
about them; and the man in the street continues to think approvingly 
of such misdeeds. 


Hence, taking pity upon the plight of my people, | have already 
written books in Urdu, Persian and Arabic, in which | have proved 
that the popular concept of Jihad prevalent among Muslims, 
such as the expectation of a blood-thirsty Imam and cultivation 
of malice for others, are no more than false notions harboured 
by shortsighted clerics. |slam, on the contrary, does not allow the 
use of the sword in religion except in the case of defensive wars, 
wars which are waged to punish a tyrant, or those which are meant 
to uphold freedom. The need of a defensive war arises only when the 
aggression of an adversary threatens one’s life. Except for these 
three kinds of Jihad permitted by the Shariah—lslamic law, no other 
kind of war is allowed by Islam in support of religion. To highlight this 


111 Jainism is a religion of Indian origin which forbids harming any living 
creatures, whether humans, animals or insects. 
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concept of Jihad, | have distributed books in this country and in 
Arabia, Syria and Khurasan, etc., at great cost.*3 


Now go back and read, right now, the quote | supplied of President 
Donald Trump saying, in effect, that Muslims coming to America have to 
be vetted. The liberal elite, who apparently don’t believe Sandy Berger's 
warning'12, are too naive, ignorant, or inexperienced about the real world 
to understand the dangers. Either that or they’re deliberately conniving, 
for political purposes, and they're being that way at the expense of the 
potential unnecessary loss of American lives. 


When President Trump said what he said and said it without regard to the 
backlash he certainly knew would come, my respect for him jumped a 
number of notches higher, although | still had decided not to vote for 
him—not in 2016. The man knew what the real deal was in the Muslim 
world. And some unfortunate things that had happened to two American 
citizens, Muslim American citizens, mind you, right here in America, are 
instructive as regards Trump’s this-ain't-no-play-pen correct perspective. 


Dr. Rashad Khalifa was an Egyptian American 
biochemist. He obtained a Master's Degree in 
biochemistry from Arizona State University and a 
Ph.D. from the University of California, 

Riverside. He became a legal, naturalized U.S. 
citizen and lived in Tucson, Arizona. 

He also once worked as a science advisor for the 
Libyan Jamahiriya, the Libyan government. 





Dr. Rashad Khalifa 


Courtesy en.wikipedia.org 


Rashad was an ardent Muslim and a Qur’anist.1"5 
His stance as a Qur’anist would lead him into trouble within the orthodox 


112 “This ain’t no playpen out here.” 

113 A Muslim who believes only in the authority of Qur’an, but not in the written 
traditions of Islam, called Hadith. Hadith compose the alleged sayings and 
doings of Prophet Muhammad. There is an entire science on the authenticity 
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Muslim world, which considers Qur'an, Sunnah‘"4 (including hadith), ijma 
(consensus) and ijtinad (individual thought) as components of Islam, 
neither of which, it is believed, can be disregarded. 


Rashad founded an organization called United Submitters International 
(USI), which promulgated his beliefs as a Qura’nist. He also wrote a few 
books that spoke to his beliefs and findings: Miracle of the Quran: 
Significance of the Mysterious Alphabets (1973), The Computer Speaks: 
God's Message to the World (1981), and Quran: Visual Presentation of 
the Miracle (1982). 


Prior to those writings, in 1968 Rashad performed a computer analysis of 
the frequency of letters and words in Qur'an. He discovered that the 
Quran contained a mathematical structure based on the number 19, and 
pointed to this as proof that the Qur’an, unlike Hadith, was incorruptible. 
His discovery of that mathematical structure led him to believe that two 
verses of Qur’an from Chapter 9, verses 128-129, must be rejected. That 
may have guaranteed the next thing that happened. 


On Feb. 27, 1989, the 11th Majlis al-Fuqaha (Council of Religious 
Scholars) met in Mecca and branded Rashad Khalifa an infidel. The next 
year, on January 31, 1990, Rashad was stabbed to death, inside the 
Mosque, in Tucson, Arizona, multiple times. Nineteen years later, on April 
28, 2009, the Calgary Police Services of Canada arrested a man named 
Glen Cusford Francis, on suspicion of murdering Rashad. It was also 
discovered that the murder had been a planned conspiracy, and that 
Francis, along with a co-conspirator named James Williams, were both 
members of a highly murderous group, based in Pakistan, called Jamaat 
ul-Fugra. Both men were convicted. 


of Hadith compilations, the two most authentic compilations, at least in the 
Sunni branch of Islam, being Bukhari and Muslim. Rashad rejected al/ hadith 
compilations. 

114 The practices of Prophet Muhammad as recorded in hadith or by tradition. 
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On August 9, 1983, Dr. Muzaffar Ahmad, a 
practicing physician at Wayne County General 
Hospital, in Detroit, Michigan, was murdered. One 
year prior to that, a Muslim from Pakistan had 
become Imam‘'5 of a local Mosque there in Detroit. 
There he began preaching against Anmadi Muslims. 
Dr. Muzaffar was an Ahmadi Muslim. 





Dr. Muzaffar Ahmad 
Courtesy ; : ; 
ahmadiyvatimes.wordpre The national Jalsa Salana, 1.e., Ahmadiyya 


convention, was being planned to be held in Detroit. 
The Imam that came from Pakistan put together a plan to disrupt the 
Ahmadiyya convention, due to sectarian hatred of Anmadi Muslims. The 
plan was to murder members of the Detroit Anmadiyya community, and 
then burn the Mosque."® One of the operators within the plan called the 
Ahmadiyya mosque to ask information about Islam. Dr. Muzaffar offered 
to be the person to talk to the individual about the Ahmadiyya 
interpretation of the teachings of Islam. 


So, Dr. Muzaffar befriended this individual and began teaching him about 
the Ahmadiyya interpretation of the teachings of Islam. Eight weeks prior 
to August 9", the individual had left a hat at Dr. Muzaffar’s house. That 
would be the excuse to go back to Dr. Muzaffar’s house and kill him. He 
called Dr. Muzaffar and asked if he could come and pick up his hat. When 
he arrived, Dr. Muzaffar opened the door and the individual shot Dr. 
Muzaffar dead. 


Then two individuals went to the Anmadi Mosque, which was unoccupied 
at the time, and poured gasoline all over the building. Strangely, as it was 
discovered later, they got trapped in the building, as one of the door 
handles to the back door was broken. They ended up going into the 


115 Religious leader in Islam or whoever leads a congregation prayer. 
116 This was all discovered later, as | recall, by the FBI. 
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washroom but died of smoke inhalation. The perpetrators were Calvin 
Jones, and William Cane. It was discovered later, by the FBI, that both 
had been associated with the same Pakistan-based group, Jamaat ul- 
Fuqra, that, seven years later, in 1990, would be responsible for the death 
of Dr. Rashad Khalifa. 


Two different Muslims, of two different sects, murdered by Muslims who 
were either direct members of a fanatic, Pakistani, intolerant, 
fundamentalist Islamic organization, or were heavily influenced by it. And 
people want to call Trump “anti-Muslim.” Trump was pro-SENSE. 
Americans are too naive, especially, it seems, Americans on the left, as 
well as American liberals. Trump knows much more than people think. 


I've spent 46 years in the Muslim community. From Day 1 | noticed that 
Sunni Muslims, or so-called orthodox Muslims, carried a deep and strong 
longing for the glorious days of Muslim rule, especially the 800-year 
Muslim rule of Spain. There was always a lot of casterbation, whatever 
Mosque | went to, about the glorious days of Muslim rule, such as the rule 
of the Ottomans. There was always the deep hope for, and /ots and lots 
and lots of conversation about, a revival of Muslim temporal power. That 
seemed more important to many Sunni Muslims than the religion itself. 


The focus in Anmadiyyat was never on the past. The first ambassador of 
Pakistan to the United Nations Organization had been an Ahmadi Muslim, 
Chaudry Muhammad Zafarullah Khan. The first noble Laurette in physics 
was Dr. Abdus Salaam. The first global, satellite-driven, 24/7/365 Islamic 
television station, broadcasting programs around the world, MTA (Muslim 
Television Anmadiyya), was built by Anmadiyyat, under the authority of an 
Ahmadi Khalifa, and still runs. Mosques, hospitals, clinics, schools were 
built, by Anmadiyyat, all over the world, but mostly in places like Africa. 
Casterbation did not exist in Anmadiyyat. Dreaming about the glory days 
of Islam did not occupy much, if any, time in Ahmadiyyat. 
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This is not to preach about Ahmadiyyat. Here’s the point: frustration. 
When | was a Sunni, | noticed that this constant focus on the past fueled 
the deep frustration that existed within Sunni Muslims regarding the 
decline of Muslim power. | had already experienced that within the 
Black consciousness community, where many young Black 
consciousness people (except those of us trained by Chaka) constantly 
engaged in casterbation; constantly agonized over the lost glory of the 
ancient Black past. 


Sunni Muslims were well aware of the corruption of Muslim governments, 
and that added to their frustration. This was one reason that ISIS became 
very popular, especially when it declared its Khalifat. ISIS’s rapid land- 
grab across the Levant appeared to signal the prospect of the creation of 
a purified /slamic government operating under a Caliph, holding out the 
possibility of the end of separate Muslim countries and the re- 
establishment of one unified Muslim entity under a Caliphate. 


When the Ottoman Empire officially folded in the year 1924, even deeper 
lamentations were voiced in the Muslim world, since the Ottoman Empire 
had represented a glorious episode in Muslim history. But now, the British 
were the dominating power. The glory days of Islam, it appeared, had 
ended. 


Khalifat is the institution of Successorship and ultimate leadership. Sunni 
Islam demands that a Khalifat must have possession of land. Prophet 
Muhammad was succeeded by four Khalifas: Abubakr, Umar, Uthman, 
and Ali. Khalifat ended after that, but various forms of leadership arose 
and continued up through the Ottomans. The desire, in the soul of the 
Sunni Muslim world, for Khalifat, is in part based on this verse of Qur'an: 
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Allah has promised to those among you who believe and do good 
works that He will surely make them Successors in the earth, as He 
made Successors from among those who were before them; and 
that He will surely establish for them their religion which He has 
chosen for them; and that He will surely give them in exchange 
security and peace after their fear; They will worship Me, and they 
will not associate anything with Me. Then whoso is ungrateful after 
that, they will be the rebellious"? 


The fall of the Ottoman Empire was a huge 
blow to the psyches of the Muslims of the 
Sunni world, and remains as such to this 
day. We all saw a powerful example of the 
desire for Khalifat and a return to Muslim 
glory when The Islamic State (ISIS) was 
rapidly gobbling up land in the Levant, and 
then, on June 29", 2014, ISIS announced a 
the establishment of a worldwide Abubakr Al-Baghdadi 
Caliphate, and Abubakr Al-Baghdadi was Courtesy express.co.uk 
named its First Caliph, or Khalifa. 





It was no surprise to me whatsoever that even young Muslim university 
students in Europe were forming discussion sessions on the new self- 
declared Khalifat, some expressing that they were planning on moving to 
the lands controlled by the new Khalifat, which, in the eyes of a growing 
number of Sunni Muslims, had established its authenticity by capturing 
sizeable amounts of land, although nothing in Qur'an speaks to the 
establishment of land as a requirement of Khalifat.118 Sections of the 


117 Qur’an, Sura An-Nur, lyyat (verse) 55 

118 The Ahmadiyya Muslim Community has had a Khalifat since 1908, at the 
death of the founder, Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad. There have been five such 
Khalifas, who rule for life, the current one being Hazrat Mirza Masroor Ahmad, 
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Muslim world were buzzing with hope, especially Muslim youth. ISIS was 
gobbling up land so rapidly that, amongst some Muslim youth, this was 
being seen as a divine sign from Allah that a real Khalifat had been 
established. 


Then, Muslim men and women began migrating to |SIS-controlled lands, 
in order to support the new Khalifat, as well as find (as youth will always 
attempt to do) something that gives them higher meaning in life. For 
example: 


Thus, for example, last summer The Economist profiled Nasser 
Muthana, a young man from Wales who rejected four offers to study 
medicine in British Universities in favor of joining the Islamic State. 
His story was far from unusual.*4 


“Far from unusual’ is correct, and, from my experience, it was more the 
usual for many middle-to-upper class young Muslims around the world, as 
well as for the lower class jihadis. And the increasing numbers of women 
joining ISIS became extremely worrisome to Western analysts, as two 
abstracts of articles that appeared in the Cambridge University Press 
demonstrate. This first abstract was written for an article that appeared in 
the International Annals of Criminology. 


More than 550 Western women have moved to Syria and Iraq to join 
the “Islamic State of Iraq and Syria” (ISIS), showing a success of 
ISIS in attracting women from the West that no other jihadist group 
had before. To explain the reasons for such success, it is important 
to understand how ISIS lures women from the West, why ISIS 
persuasion tools are so successful, what motivates women to join 
such a notorious terrorist group, famous for its brutal violence, 
mistreatment and enslavement of women and what role women 
expected to play in the “Islamic State.” Understanding the motives 
why ISIS Western female migrants left their Western countries of 


who goes by the title, Khalifat-ul-Masih (Successor of the Messiah). The Sunni 
Muslim world rejects Ahmadiyya Khalifat. Anmadiyyat teaches that no 
requirement of control of land is needed to establish Khalifat. 
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residence and moved to IS!IS-controlled territories is crucial to find 
appropriate measures to prevent and stop the radicalization of 
women, to cut the support that ISIS receives from its female 
sympathizers, to properly treat female returnees and to prepare 
appropriate measures against women ready to plot against their 
countries of residence in the name of ISIS goals. 55 


This second Cambridge University Press abstract was also written for an 
article that appeared in the International Annals of Criminology, but by a 
different author. 


This article is part of an effort to understand the enthusiasm, 
attraction and admiration of the organization “Islamic State in Iraq 
and Syria” (ISIS) among the young Muslim female in Western 
Europe. The article specifically focuses on microblogging (Tumblr 
and Twitter) contents of young Muslim girls from Western Europe. 
The study offers a review of ISIS-adoring Tumblr fangirls in the West 
through the prism of cultural interpretation. The young girls, whether 
themselves manipulated or manipulating others, become part of a 
worldwide viral system produced in perfect unison and generating 
propaganda enticing more and more young Muslim girls in the West 
to become viral ISIS recruits. After maintaining for a while Tumblr 
and Twitter accounts, some of them even undergo the “giant leap” 
and migrate to the “Islamic State” in Syria, continuing there to 
reinforce their blogging and twittering efforts, reporting on their daily 
lives and attempting to tempt or to trap more young girls to join the 
new “Islamic State”.56 


There would be no limit that ISIS would impose upon itself in acquiring 
whatever it needed to affect its immediate and long term goals. It would 
do whatever it took (sell drugs, involve itself in human trafficking, 
whatever) to recruit, and pay for seasoned jihadis from around the world 
to join its forces. Although they don’t have the leadership, discipline and 
expertise of expert Western forces, or of the Lebanese-based 
organization, Hezbollah, what they do have is an easy willingness to die. 


Do you want them in your country? Moussa Ibrahim Gaddafi, former 
official and Information Minister for Muammar Gaddafi and the Libyan 
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Jamahiriya (government), at a press conference held on July 7, 2011, 
stated, referring to the easy willingness of Al-Qaeda members to die 
during battle: 


We kill dozens of rebels almost every day, in different fronts. And 
yet, they keep coming. No one else goes to death in such a glorious 
way except Al-Qaeda. We kill a hundred of them in Al-Brega. They 
attack again. The following day, we kill another hundred. They 
attack again. We kill another hundred. No one does this, except Al- 
Qaeda, because they believe they are martyrs. And once they are 
killed, they go to heaven.” 


In another of his press conferences that | 
listened to in 2011, but that | could not 
find for this book, he claimed that 
thousands of jihadis from all over the 
world were somehow being imported into 
Libya to fight against the Libyan 
government. He said that the Libyan 
armed forces were highly trained. He 
said they would wipe out thousands of 
jinadis, and thousands more would come. And this, he claimed, kept 
happening repeatedly. It can happen in America, if we’re not careful. 





Moussa Ibrahim Gaddafi 


Courtesy ctvnews.ca 


The average American has no comprehension of what is happening inside 
the minds of a sector of the Islamic world that, as Ghulam Ahmad stated 

in the quote | gave earlier, are praying and hoping for the actual physical 
advent of Imam Mahdi and Isa (Jesus), who, they believe, will establish 
Islam as the final religion. I’ve lived with such people. | know the mindset. 


The overwhelming vast majority of Muslims in the world, such as the 
50,000,000 Muslims located in the areas that made up the 15 former 
Soviet socialist republics, just live their lives from day to day. But there is 
a dangerous sector that can do great damage. We should know who 
comes into our country from countries, like Pakistan, where jihadist groups 
do exist. Bottom line: Trump was right. He knows what the deal is. 
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The Man They Loved to Hate 


Trump really raised my eyebrow when, at a Republican Jewish Coalition 
event, he said, “You’re not going to support me because | don’t want your 
money,” he told the almost 100% Jewish audience. Some Jewish groups 
openly condemned him as an anti-Semite. At another gathering he called 
the Jewish attendees “brutal,” based on his dealings with Jewish real 
estate people. For that one he got very severe backlash from some 
Jewish groups. Others interpreted his remarks as just joking around. 


Ardent supporters of the State of Israel virtually saw Trump as Moses 
incarnate. And other ardent supporters of the State of Israel virtually saw 
Trump as Hitler incarnate. The anti-Zionist community, amongst the 
Muslims, saw Trump as Theodor Herzl"’9 incarnate. One young Muslim, 
though, a vehement anti-Zionist, was telling me that Trump was “actually” 
a closet anti-Zionist who would, in time, orchestrate the destruction of 
political Zionism, as well as the State of Israel. When | asked, “But, what 
about Ivanka and Jared?” he answered, “They’re in on it too.” Trump was 
appearing to be everything that everybody hated and that everybody 
loved. 


| couldn't figure him out. | don’t think anyone could. | stuck to my decision 
not to vote, and just watched him over the years. In 2020 | voted for him. 
I'd never seen any President work as hard as he did. You can do your 
own study, if you wish. | had at first included an entire list of his 
accomplishments in this book. But they were so many that the list itself 
took up 39 pages of this book. | could not justify taking up 39 pages of 
this book with a list of President Trump’s accomplishments, although | 
wanted to. | decided, instead, to just supply five pages of some of his 
accomplishments, which you'll see later. 


119 The father of modern political Zionism 
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Anyway, | began to notice that nobody, anywhere, liked Trump. 
Democrats, Republicans, Conservatives, Liberals, Blacks, Whites, 
Muslims, Mexicans, THE POPE (who said that Trump “is not 
Christian”!2°), Jews, the left, women, men, the World Economic Forum, 
George Soros, the Chinese Communist Party, homosexuals, a// were 
virtually wishing him dead, it seemed. Even Jeffrey Sachs, an American 
economist, spoke directly against Trump in The Vatican at an event of 
the Pontifical Academy of Social Sciences. 


Sachs accused the Trump administration 
of “thuggery” and “a complete violation of 
every international rule” with regards to 
its military engagement in Iraq. He 
described the current U.S. administration 
as “bullies” who make “vulgar threats” 
and spoke of Trump’s “overt hostility 
against everybody’. 





J.SACHS _ 

Jeffrey Sachs (right) 
Courtesy lifesitenews.com 

In a direct attack on Trump’s hopes of 

winning reelection this year, Sachs said: “I'm sorry to say, it — it's my 

country — I'm not very happy to say it, but this is an imperial power in 

decline and it is a dangerous country right now. It will be absolutely 

dangerous if Trump wins re-election.”*8 


Because of the massive apparent hatred against Trump, he’d moved up 
on my approval meter a substantial number of notches. Anybody that 
could get everybody to hate him must be doing something right—at least 
in this country. He was a gruff, snarling, red-faced maniac. GOOD!! 
Finally, a non-politician. He didn’t seem the practiced, smiley-faced, baby- 
kissing lying politician that my grandma, Sugarbaby, said they all were. | 
hadn't voted since Ross Perot, whose campaign | actually worked in. 
Before Perot, the Presidential candidates I'd voted for were none of the 
above. | think | voted for Ralph Nader once. 


120 See: Original Internet source; (Archived file) 
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I’ve often said that, if | wake up one morning and discover that 99% of the 
world has accepted Islam, | would take the L train to Chicago Avenue, 
walk to the Archdiocese of Chicago, ask to speak to Cardinal Supich, and 
have him baptize me a Roman Catholic. | can’t stand crowds, mindless 
conformity, keeping up with the Joneses, etc. 


Here was a man, Donald J. Trump, who didn’t seem to care what anybody 
thought. He was nota politician. He was himself. Finally, it seemed, a 
real person could be President, and someone who knew how to run things 
besides his mouth. Well, he could run his mouth pretty good foo, but he 
also got work done, focusing on the essential bread-and-butter things that 
we all—except the adherents of Woke-i-anity—could agree upon. 


Like Pimping, Grifting ain’t easy! 


| aie goaes ? vote for him in 2020, and did vote for him. | noticed 
Y 3T Fis that whenever he met with Blacks, in the White 
House, they were never what barber shop 
Black folks, of my day, called poverty pimps. 
You know who I’m talking about! The ones 
that work hard to run in front of the crowd, as 
“leader.” The ones you've seen forever, that 
never seem to get a single thing done for Black 
people, but always, somehow, figure out how 
to live in palatial dwellings, drive the best of 
Prophet dones cars, wear the best of clothes. The Black 
Courtesy hourdetroit.com | Community has had our share of Black 
exploiters and grifters—Sweet Daddy Grace, 
Father Divine, Prophet Jones, Reverend Ike, Al Sharpton, Umar build- 
that-school Johnson, and other such criminals (as | see them) who preyed 
(not prayed) on the dreams and hopes of Black people for some form of 
salvation, or relief from racism and marginalization in America. But no 
such salvation; no such relief came to Black people because of funding 
those people’s lavish lifestyles. 
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For me, perhaps because of my age, the real goal of Patrice Cullors, for 
instance, seemed very obvious. 


Anybody remember the humble, Marxist, $1.4 million home purchased by 
Black Lives Matter leader, Patrice Cullors? With those type of “leaders,” 
Black Lives certainly matter—their black lives, as we all discovered, but 
which was no surprise ‘ 5 

whatsoever to me. Trump met 
with competent Black people and 
entrepreneurs, in at least one of 
his White House meetings. | 
didn’t see him (and still don’t) as 
some savior of Black folks. To 
me, Trump was a work-a-holic 
President who had to deal with 
the issues of the entire country— 5 

and the world. | applaud the Patrice Cullors’ humble Marxist home 
efforts that he made—the monies Courtesy fr24news.com 

for Black colleges, the opportunity zones etc. The opportunity zones are 
facing a mix of criticisms, some positive, some negative. But they're a 
work in progress. 





Trump’s Accomplishments - The Short List 


But let’s look at a short listt21 of President Donald J. Trump’s 
accomplishments. Again, I’m including only 5 pages of the 39 pages of 
accomplishments that | could have included. Criticism can be found, of 
course, of the items on the large list. Even | have some items on that list 
that | disagree with. But the overall weight of President Trump’s total list 
of accomplishments far outweighs the few criticisms that | have about 
items on that list. Shortly, | will explain why this chapter is relevant to my 


121 Courtesy Dan O’Donnell at newstalk1130.iheart.com. To see the complete, 
39-page list, see here: Original Internet Source; (Archived file). 
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coverage of the issue of Reparations, and the explanations | gave as to 
why / don’t want Reparations. 


Unprecedented Economic Boom 
Before the China Virus invaded our shores, 
we built the world’s most prosperous economy. 


e America gained 7 million new jobs — more than three times government 
experts’ projections. 

e Middle-Class family income increased nearly $6,000 —- more than five times the 
gains during the entire previous administration. 

e The unemployment rate reached 3.5 percent, the lowest in a half-century. 

e Achieved 40 months in a row with more job openings than job-hirings. 

e More Americans reported being employed than ever before — nearly 160 
million. 

e Jobless claims hit a nearly 50-year low. 

e The number of people claiming unemployment insurance as a share of the 
population hit its lowest on record. 

e Incomes rose in every single metro area in the United States for the first time in 
nearly 3 decades. 


Delivered a future of greater promise 
and opportunity for citizens of all backgrounds. 


e Unemployment rates for African Americans, Hispanic Americans, Asian 
Americans, Native Americans, veterans, individuals with disabilities, and those 
without a high school diploma all reached record lows. 

e Unemployment for women hit its lowest rate in nearly 70 years. 

e Lifted nearly 7 million people off of food stamps. 

e Poverty rates for African Americans and Hispanic Americans reached record 
lows. 

e Income inequality fell for two straight years, and by the largest amount in over 
a decade. 

e The bottom 50 percent of American households saw a 40 percent increase in 
net worth. 

e Wages rose fastest for low-income and blue collar workers — a 16 percent pay 
increase. 

e African American homeownership increased from 41.7 percent to 46.4 percent. 
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Brought jobs, factories, and industries back to the USA. 


Created more than 1.2 million manufacturing and construction jobs. 
Put in place policies to bring back supply chains from overseas. 
Small business optimism broke a 35-year old record in 2018. 


Hit record stock market numbers and record 401ks. 


The DOW closed above 20,000 for the first time in 2017 and topped 30,000 in 
2020. 
The S&P 500 and NASDAQ have repeatedly notched record highs. 


Rebuilding and investing in rural America. 


Signed an Executive Order on Modernizing the Regulatory Framework for 
Agricultural Biotechnology Products, which is bringing innovative new 
technologies to market in American farming and agriculture. 

Strengthened America’s rural economy by investing over $1.3 billion through 
the Agriculture Department's ReConnect Program to bring high-speed 
broadband infrastructure to rural America. 


Achieved a record-setting economic comeback 
by rejecting blanket lockdowns. 


An October 2020 Gallup survey found 56 percent of Americans said they were 
better off during a pandemic than four years prior. 

During the third quarter of 2020, the economy grew at a rate of 33.1 percent - 
the most rapid GDP growth ever recorded. 

Since coronavirus lockdowns ended, the economy has added back over 12 
million jobs, more than half the jobs lost. 

Jobs have been recovered 23 times faster than the previous administration’s 
recovery. 

Unemployment fell to 6.7 percent in December, from a pandemic peak of 14.7 
percent in April — beating expectations of well over 10 percent unemployment 
through the end of 2020. 

Under the previous administration, it took 49 months for the unemployment rate 
to fall from 10 percent to under 7 percent compared to just 3 months for the 
Trump Administration. 
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Since April, the Hispanic unemployment rate has fallen by 9.6 percent, Asian- 
American unemployment by 8.6 percent, and Black American unemployment 
by 6.8 percent. 

80 percent of small businesses are now open, up from just 53 percent in April. 
Small business confidence hit a new high. 

Homebuilder confidence reached an all-time high, and home sales hit their 
highest reading since December 2006. 

Manufacturing optimism nearly doubled. 

Household net worth rose $7.4 trillion in Q2 2020 to $112 trillion, an all-time 
high. 

Home prices hit an all-time record high. 

The United States rejected crippling lockdowns that crush the economy and 
inflict countless public health harms and instead safely reopened its economy. 
Business confidence is higher in America than in any other G7 or European 
Union country. 

Stabilized America’s financial markets with the establishment of a number of 
Treasury Department supported facilities at the Federal Reserve. 


Tax Relief for the Middle Class 


Passed $3.2 trillion in historic tax relief and reformed the tax code. 


Signed the Tax Cuts and Jobs Act — the largest tax reform package in history. 
More than 6 million American workers received wage increases, bonuses, and 
increased benefits thanks to the tax cuts. 

A typical family of four earning $75,000 received an income tax cut of more 
than $2,000 — slashing their tax bill in half. 

Doubled the standard deduction — making the first $24,000 earned by a 
married couple completely tax-free. 

Doubled the child tax credit. 

Virtually eliminated the unfair Estate Tax, or Death Tax. 

Cut the business tax rate from 35 percent — the highest in the developed world 
—all the way down to 21 percent. 

Small businesses can now deduct 20 percent of their business income. 
Businesses can now deduct 100 percent of the cost of their capital investments 
in the year the investment is made. 

Since the passage of tax cuts, the share of total wealth held by the bottom half 
of households has increased, while the share held by the top 1 percent has 
decreased. 
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Over 400 companies have announced bonuses, wage increases, new hires, or 
new investments in the United States. 

Over $1.5 trillion was repatriated into the United States from overseas. 

Lower investment cost and higher capital returns led to faster growth in the 
middle class, real wages, and international competitiveness. 


Jobs and investments are pouring into Opportunity Zones. 


Created nearly 9,000 Opportunity Zones where capital gains on long-term 
investments are taxed at zero. 

Opportunity Zone designations have increased property values within them by 
1.1 percent, creating an estimated $11 billion in wealth for the nearly half of 
Opportunity Zone residents who own their own home. 

Opportunity Zones have attracted $75 billion in funds and driven $52 billion of 
new investment in economically distressed communities, creating at least 
500,000 new jobs. 

Approximately 1 million Americans will be lifted from poverty as a result of 
these new investments. 

Private equity investments into businesses in Opportunity Zones were nearly 
30 percent higher than investments into businesses in similar areas that were 
not designated Opportunity Zones. 


Massive Deregulation 
Ended the regulatory assault on American Businesses and Workers. 


Instead of 2-for-1, we eliminated 8 old regulations for every 1 new regulation 
adopted. 

Provided the average American household an extra $3,100 every year. 
Reduced the direct cost of regulatory compliance by $50 billion, and will reduce 
costs by an additional $50 billion in FY 2020 alone. 

Removed nearly 25,000 pages from the Federal Register —- more than any 
other president. The previous administration added over 16,000 pages. 
Established the Governors’ Initiative on Regulatory Innovation to reduce 
outdated regulations at the state, local, and tribal levels. 

Signed an executive order to make it easier for businesses to offer retirement 
plans. 

Signed two executive orders to increase transparency in Federal agencies and 
protect Americans and their small businesses from administrative abuse. 
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Modernized the National Environmental Policy Act (NEPA) for the first time in 
over 40 years. 

Reduced approval times for major infrastructure projects from 10 or more years 
down to 2 years or less. 

Helped community banks by signing legislation that rolled back costly 
provisions of Dodd-Frank. 

Established the White House Council on Eliminating Regulatory Barriers to 
Affordable Housing to bring down housing costs. 

Removed regulations that threatened the development of a strong and stable 
internet. 

Eased and simplified restrictions on rocket launches, helping to spur 
commercial investment in space projects. 

Published a whole-of-government strategy focused on ensuring American 
leadership in automated vehicle technology. 

Streamlined energy efficiency regulations for American families and 
businesses, including preserving affordable lightbulbs, enhancing the utility of 
showerheads, and enabling greater time savings with dishwashers. 
Removed unnecessary regulations that restrict the seafood industry and 
impede job creation. 

Modernized the Department of Agriculture’s biotechnology regulations to put 
America in the lead to develop new technologies. 

Took action to suspend regulations that would have slowed our response to 
COVID-19, including lifting restrictions on manufacturers to more quickly 
produce ventilators. 


Successfully rolled back burdensome regulatory overreach. 


Rescinded the previous administration's Affirmatively Furthering Fair Housing 
(AFFH) rule, which would have abolished zoning for single-family housing to 
build low-income, federally subsidized apartments. 

Issued a final rule on the Fair Housing Act’s disparate impact standard. 
Eliminated the Waters of the United States Rule and replaced it with the 
Navigable Waters Protection Rule, providing relief and certainty for farmers 
and property owners. 

Repealed the previous administration’s costly fuel economy regulations by 
finalizing the Safer Affordable Fuel Efficient (SAFE) Vehicles rule, which will 
make cars more affordable, and lower the price of new vehicles by an 
estimated $2,200. 
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What does any of this have to do with the subject of this book? 


Each summer | used to attend an informal gathering at the home of a 
Baha’i scholar named Dr. Iraj Ayman. Each Friday, he’d invite people 
over. Food would be served, we’d enjoy each other's company, sitting 
around talking. Then a topic would be chosen to discuss. 


Dr. Ayman once said that he believed that politics was now virtually 
irrelevant, and that we needed some other system. When | asked, “What 
kind of system would that be,” He answered, “I’m not sure—perhaps 
something along the lines of a Civil Service type system. But no politics; 
no politicians. They serve no real purpose anymore.” Is that true? 


| watched Trump carefully during his 
Presidency. For all the eyebrows and 
fuss he had raised, during his 
campaigning for President, amongst 
the American populace, over his 
alleged “bigoted” comments about 
Jews, Blacks, Females, Muslims, 
Asians, Hispanics, “Rocket Man,” and 
whatever, once he became President 
he focused on the important bread and 
butter essentials. 





Trump and Kim at th DM 


Courtesy nbcnews.com 





He kept his promise to keep us out of war. He brought some 
manufacturing companies back to the U.S. He planted seeds for the 
eventual ending of the now 71-year-old (officially, that is) war between the 
DPRK‘22 and the ROK*23 and he was making great progress, until, it’s 
claimed, John Bolton “interfered.”59 Some claim that Trump was all about 
“photo-ops” and no substance with regard to his involvement with the 


122 Democratic People’s Republic of Korea, i.e., North Korea 
123 Republic of Korea 
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Koreas. Others state that symbolism itself, in Asian culture, can be very 
important and lead to powerful substantive results. 


He had to deal with the Islamic Emirate of Afghanistan,'#4 as well as the 
Islamic Republic of Afghanistan,‘25 to try to end the war there. He seta 
date for disengagement (which President Biden has unnecessarily pushed 
forward, apparently, some say, to give Neocons leeway to re-start the 
conflict in Afghanistan again for war profits). 


The point? It was clear that he had no time and no interest in the 
incessant and destructive political battles that had become infused with 
the American culture wars issues that are so heavily pushed by The Left, 
the Democratic Party, the liberal elite establishment, and Woke-i-anity. 


Trump was about bread and butter issues that were basic to all 
Americans, not just any one group. He was not a politician, in other 
words. He was a true civil servant. The common people clearly saw this, 
and that’s why he broke records in drawing votes from sectors of the 
common people of the country. 


There was once a poll conducted, | think by Pew and | think this was 
before Trump became President. The target group was homosexuals. 
That group was given a list of things to choose from, and then asked 
which one of those things were the most important issues for them. As it 
turned out, not a single one of the issues listed that had to do with gay 
rights was chosen as the most important issue they were interested in. 
The poll revealed that the most important issue gays were interested in 
was jobs—in short, eating; surviving; being able to take care of 
themselves, like any other American. But the political Left creates 
illusions, attempting to elevate tangential or even irrelevant issues to the 
level of essential issues. It’s a smokescreen tactic, used as a way to 


124 Commonly known as The Taliban 
125 The official government of Afghanistan and our opium suppliers (some 
claim) 
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defect attention away from truly essential issues that selfish private 
interests do not want to be focused upon. 


And in U.S. society, whoever can holler the loudest and the longest gets 
focused upon. So that, if 10 different interest groups can holler loud and 
long about their particular interest, then something more important that the 
entire populace needs, like cheaper fuel for our cars, can be drowned out. 


They deem him their worst enemy who tells them the truth. The truth that 
President Trump was attempting to tell us was a truth that should have 
been seen, by the American public, through the work he was doing. And 
that truth is this: To hell with the culture war stuff. The truth is that we are 
all Americans, and we all have the same basic—BAS/C—needs that 
trump (no pun intended) all the culture war bullsh*t. 


Trump’s truth was being demonstrated by his actions as President. But 
he was deemed our worst enemy because he was “telling” us that truth. 
Yet, the common people could see what he was doing. That's why 
Hispanics, Blacks, Females, and people of other groups he’d been 
charged with having insulted or disparaged in some manner, voted for him 
in record numbers. Why? Because Americans are not stupid. 


We all saw what happened, though. He was fought for all four years of his 
Presidency, and who did that fight come from? The common people? No. 
It came from MSM, the Democratic Party, and the American Left, which 
used culture war issues to paint President Trump as a demon. Of course, 
as any sane person certainly must know by now, unless he or she is just 
blind, massive election fraud and voter fraud stole the 2020 election from 
President Trump. This demonstrated the amount of deep and rotten 
corruption of the American Left. To witness the corruption in the courts; 
the corruption of legislators; voter fraud tactics that were shown to us right 
on our television screens was astonishing and frightening. And the 
government investigative agencies charged with the responsibility of 
investigating such tactics, did nothing. 
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So, to answer the question | posed: Is it true that politics and politicians 
are no longer needed? I’m no PhD. But, | think that the issue is not 
politics and politicians. | think the issue is corruption. We probably still 
need politics and politicians. But in our leadership we need honesty, hard 
work, and proper focus on the needs of the people, all of which | saw 
reflected in President Donald J. Trump. 


If you are Black and obtaining Reparations is high on your list of priorities, 
that’s your choice. But! submit to you that we, as a country, have much 
greater issues to deal with that are more fundamental to all of us as 
regards freedom. | am concerned with what each individual can do now to 
marshal the resources needed to succeed individually and to help the 
country succeed. 


| am concerned that the issuing of Reparations monies to Black people 
would mark us as a permanent underclass, even if only within the 
collective subconscious of the American people in general. And what 
would happen if Black folks became “marked” in that manner? Please 
take time to ponder that question and then answer it for yourselves. 


Gedanken 


Now, this may appear as an irrelevant side issue, but it would be a 
mistake to believe that. Let’s talk about that which is called “conspiracy 
theory.” That term is not being used with your good in mind. It is not 
being used to protect you. It is being used to deflect you and to shut down 
your own thinking processes. It is being used by private monied interests, 
politicians, and their mouthpiece, MSM, to prevent you from corroborating 
information that they wish for you to accept unquestioningly. This should 
be obvious by now. But let’s talk about something that nobody questions: 
Gedanken experiments. 


No one calls a gedanken experiment a “conspiracy theory.” A gedanken 
experiment is a thought experiment. A thought experiment is a 
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hypothetical situation in which a hypothesis, theory, or principle is laid 
out for the purpose of thinking through its consequences. The first 
person to use the term Gedankenexperiment was Hans Christian Orsted. 
Albert Einstein was famous for using gedanken experiments, rather than 
actual experiments, in creating his famous theory of relativity. In fact, 
here’s a board game that someone might consider making and selling: 
Gedanken! It could be a ton of fun (and draw a ton of money). 


So, let's experiment! And I’m going to keep this simple, but consider, for 
fun, creating your own Gedanken experiments on different topics or ideas. 


HYPOTHETICAL SITUATION: 
e Guy wants to make more money 
e Guy has no morals 


CONSEQUENCES 
e (Reader fills in this blank) 


THE EXPERIMENT: 


’m a small-fry, $100 million-dollar millionaire. | want to be a billionaire. | 
work in the pharmaceutical industry. I’ve discovered that if | could 
convince some Congressmen to influence the FDA to fast-track a vaccine 
that’s not really a vaccine and has an 80% chance of being harmful to 
human beings, then | will become a billionaire—many times over. 


What, in your view, will be the consequences? Will this guy who wants to 
make more money, and who has no morals, not try to influence 
Congressmen? Or will he try to influence Congressmen? 


Now, the above experiment is not a “conspiracy theory.” It is a thought 
experiment. And it don’t take much thought, now, does it? So, when 
you're reading information, be an Einstein! Gedanken experiments are 
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legitimate. Forget about arguing with anyone about whether an idea is a 
conspiracy theory. Just do your gedanken experiment. 


It’s legitimate, and you'll figure out what the real deal is concerning a topic. 
Do your own fact-checking. Also, use your intuition. You will find that it is 
almost always infinitely more reliable than MSM. 


Listen to me, please! We all have to be more vigilant. The abuses flowing 
from centralization; the nexus between government and industry 
(fascism), especially government and Big Tech (Psaki-ism); 
monopolization; globalization; and overall corruption throughout means, in 
my view, that we cannot afford to believe that everyone and every 
institution deemed “authority” is acting on our behalf. You know that’s not 
true. Do, perform your gendanken experiments to evaluation what's going 
on. And be vigilant! 


Actually, did you know that even “conspiracy theorists” are sometimes 
very accurate? Look up, “Conspiracy theories that turned out to be true,” 
if Google hasn't adjusted the algorithms to hide the returns. There was 
one year in which it was discovered that some 70 or 80% of “conspiracy 
theories” had turned out to be true. Research it out for yourself. You now 
live in a trap, where information is fed to you and that information is often 
skewed towards a certain result that is desired, not towards simply 
presenting facts. Contempt for us is very high. True journalism is dead, 
except for news organs such as The Epoch Times. 


Conspiracy theorists prefer to be called “Conspiracy researchers.” But 
you can avoid the stigma placed on them simply by performing a 
gedanken experiment when you're questioning something. 

You be your own “fact checker.” You have to wonder why people don’t 
want you to think anymore; why people want you to rely solely on them. 
That's insulting. Don’t take the insult. Do your gedanken experiments 
and your own fact checking. Aren’t you sick and tired of these damned 
gods of information dictating to you??! 
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Don't be naive about life. You know for a fact that human beings can’t be 
fully trusted. All we have to do is read history, including current events. If 
you fully trust someone, unquestioningly, because he or she has some 
letters behind their names, and they smile, then you are a fool. We do not 
live in a world where it’s perfectly safe not to pose questions. We do not 
live in a world where everyone in authority can be trusted. You know that. 
And I’m not talking about being paranoid. I’m talking about being 
responsible. And | mean responsible to yourself. 


Aword about identity and about our value as a country. We can create 
two primary definitions of our identity. Firstly, each one of us is human. 
Secondly, American. This is where we live—right here in America. We 
live with each other. It is simply a physical fact. It cannot be escaped 
unless you move to another country. But then, your other fundamental 
identity will still be with you: human. The United States is where we live. 
Make it great by making yourself great. 


Basic Principles for all Americans 


First: God Exists as an independent, yet ever-present Being. In the end, 
those people and those countries that recognize the reality of the 
Existence of God, and give Honor to Him, will win. And those people and 
those countries that do not recognize the Existence of God and who do 
not give Honor to Him, will lose in the end. If we forget that or spurn it, 
then America will lose in the end. 


Now—right now—is the time to embrace the reality of the Existence of 
God and His ever-present nature. You can believe that Trump was 
politicizing on that walk to St. John’s Church. Or you can believe he was 
sincere. It doesn’t matter which. The point is that he was free to do so, as 
we all are in the United States. 


Second: Your fundamental identity is human. There are two fundamental 
genders under that: male and female. Families should be built upon belief 
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in the Existence of and honoring of God, as well as the simple reality of 
primary gender identities—male, female—that are set by God. Primary 
gender identity is obvious since the population of the world is 8 billion and 
rising. That 8 billion figure was reached in the same way | helped produce 
four children. Ya'll know how that works. 


Third: The human family has struggled through conflict—war, persecution, 
slavery, discrimination, marginalization. In addition, we have each been 
tried, sometimes severely, by struggle in nature. There were two 
dominating factors of the Old World. Firstly, The Divine Right of Kings. 
Secondly, The Divine Authority of a Religious Figure. History tells us that, 
though neither of those systems was wholly bad, they contained elements 
that more easily opened themselves up to severe abuse under tyrannical 
hierarchical authority. 


The Founding Fathers of the United States of America, despite their 
personal flaws and inconsistencies, turned their backs on the Old World 
‘Divine Right of (Corrupt) Kings’ and on the ‘Divine Authority of a (Corrupt) 
Religious Figure’ who claimed he was Divinely invested with authority over 
all life on earth. The historians tell us that this was the first time in all of 
human history that those two Old World systems had been challenged— 
first time in a serious manner. And it was a challenge that freed the 
human spirit. And now, forces want to ens/ave us all. 


The challenge, by The Founding Fathers of the United States of America, 
opened the door to a world that did not exist before. For example, in the 
European version of the Old World, if you were a serf, you were a serf for 
life. There was no place else to go AT ALL. Society was too stratified. 
You stayed in your place. | speak for myself: I've never stayed in my 
place. And one reason is that my country offered me scores of 
opportunities. | took them. Or | made them because | was free to do so. 
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The historians tell us that slavery dates back to the first civilizations of the 
world, 5,521 years ago to 3500 BC. And slavery, today, still exists. But 
not in America. 


The United States was founded in 1776. Up to that date, slavery had 
existed for 5,276 years if we use the 3500 BC date as the marker for the 
beginning of civilization. In the United States, it took only 89 years, from 
1776 to 1865, to abolish a practice, slavery, that had existed for 5,276 
years. And 89 years is a small fraction—two one-hundredths—of the total 
time slavery had been in existence on this earth up to the year 1865. It 
was an amazing achievement. 


Ideologues attempt to lock us within a tiny time frame. And they would 
have us evaluate our lives within the context of the last 245 years, from 
1776 to today, 2021. By doing that, they are more easily able to focus 
your attention on 1/25" of the 5,521 years of civilization, and then they 
appeal to hysteria (in my opinion) by highlighting and augmenting only the 
ugly parts of our history in an attempt to convince us that the United 
States is the most evil place. 


In my old hood, we'd call this a trick bag, or game. They're trying to put us 
all in a trick bag, as | said before, by their creation of two caricatures: the 
perpetually evil White male caricature, and the perpetually persecuted 
Black victim caricature. Don’t fall for it. Besides, isn’t it getting a little bit 
ridiculous to continue projecting America as being inhabited only by 
“Black” and “White” people? It shows the evil of the American left and the 
contempt it has for Americans. 


Here’s the true perspective: The United States is not a disconnected unit 
on planet earth that appeared out of the blue; that dropped from some 
other planet. The United States, through struggle, has proven itself—in 
some respect, and not perfectly, of course—to be a culmination of 
thousands and thousands and thousands and thousands and thousands 
of years of human history and, yes, through human struggle. The fact 


316 They deem him their worst enemy who tells them the truth 


that we can point to continued immigration to this country as a sign of our 
transcendence, historically, as a culture, is not a “worn out cliché.” Itis a 
fact. But forces want to destroy our positive trajectory into the future. | do 
not know why evil exists. Some religions point to the existence of a being, 
or force, called “satan.” | have often wondered whether that forces is, in 
fact, inside of us; some part of us that we must subdue. 


The point is that the United States of America offers choices—lots of 
choices, although it appears that the country is allowing corporatism and 
global corporatism to chip away at those choices by allowing for 
monopolization. And it took humanity 5,521 years to reach a point where 
we could develop a civilization, right here in the United States, that offered 
anyone virtually unlimited choices. But, if you have no historical 
perspective, then you can be duped, even by ignorant people. 


Remember, as Dr. lan Morris pointed out in his book, War! What is it 
Good For, we did not get to this point in history without horrendous 
hardship. But we are here. And if you look at the wider historical 
perspective, then you can actually celebrate the great human 
achievement we've made in constructing the American society. 


You can then feel excited about the future, and excited that you can roll up 
your sleeves and fight to continue building a better society, rather than 

bitching 24 hours a day about all that’s “wrong.” Bitching, yes, can be part 
of creating a better society. But the bitching that is occurring these days is 
clearly not designed to create a better society. It is designed to divide our 


society and, ultimately, to render us as slaves to a sick, elite class. 


Would you prefer to go back to the days of “The Rack,” when your limbs 
would be torn off of your body, while you were alive, for being a “heretic?” 
In America, you can start a new religion, the focus of which is to wear your 
dirty underwear on your head, and nobody gives a sh*t. You'll be left 
alone. Would you prefer to go back to the days when you would be born a 
serf, live a serf, and die a serf, never knowing anything but hard physical 
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work, as well as lifetime subordination by some dude who had the brazen 
audacity to designate himself a “Lord,” simply because of his artificial 
status as someone inherently above you by virtue of his damned birth or 
“bloodline?” 


How about back to the time when there was no law enforcement, no 
lawyers, no courts, because there was no law, and uncivilized brutes 
decided to storm your crib, rape your wife, kill you, enslave your children, 
and claim all of your possessions for themselves? | urge you to take 
another look at where we are in human history. And we may be on the 
verge of losing it if we can’t see the bigger picture that is surrounding us 
now. 


| believe that large entities are attempting to subsume America into some 
vision that is counter to all that humanity shed blood for to unknowingly 
achieve: relative freedom, peace, and prosperity. Someone, or some 
entities, want to take you back to being serfs again, | do believe. 


In 1972, | was riding around with Marcus. He was driving his van and 
puffing on a joint. His eyes were half-closed, as if he was peering into 
another dimension far, far into the future (Actually, it was the smoke from 
the joint that was causing him to half-close his eyes. But | go on). 


At one point, he said to me, “Brother-brother, get ready, because it’s 
coming!!” | go, “What's coming?” He replied, “Slavery. But it's gonna be 
different this time. This time, it won't be just Black folks enslaved. It’s 
gonna be all of us.” 


My freedom is more important to me than Reparations from the United 
States government. Just saying. And if that’s the same for you, then | 
strongly suggest to you that you start studying the following, and then 
seeing what you can do to make certain that you and everyone in our 
country avoids being placed into a perpetual form of slavery that will be 
very, very difficult to escape from. You'll have to study on your own, 
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because each of the following items can take a book in themselves. And 
’m no genius, so | can’t write all of that. But, | can see. And so can you. 
Look into the following for yourselves, if you have not done so thus far: 


e The role and goals of The World Economic Forum (not good) 
o Say No to its “Great Reset” 
o Say No to its wish to robotize our planet 
e The role and goals of Globalism (ditto) 
e Is UBI (Universal Basic Income) good, fair, bad? 
o What does Christianity say about incentive? 
o What does Islam say about incentive? (They agree) 
e Equality of outcome—good or bad? 
o What does Christianity say about it? (Titeyaatas) 
o What does Islam say about it? uae 
e Whatis Marxism? What is Cultural Marxism? 
e Is Capitalism the same as Corporatism? 
o Why Capitalism is good 
o Why networked multi-national Corporatism ain’t 
o How to distinguish between the two 
e Why does our current government allow the existence of Trusts (monopolies)? 
e Does it make sense to use voting machines? 
o Are the use of paper ballots better? (Study what’s done in Europe) 
o Should voting machines be outlawed? 
e Which type of leader is more important: 
o One who tries to please “everybody and they mamma,” as we used 
to say in the hood, on every issue? 
o One who tries to focus on bread-and-butter issues that will be good 
for all? 


e Which type of leader would you prefer? 
o One who's “pretty” and smiles all the damned time? (Consider 
listening to the song, Smiling Faces, by The Temptations) 
o One who's “ugly” (or you don't like his hair style), doesn’t smile as 
much (and even frowns) but gets things done? 
e What is happening (that’s good) in Hungary, Italy, Spain? 
o Whatis their relationship to the European Union 
o What, in common, do elements of those three countries have, and 
why is it important to us in the U.S.? 
e Why are parallel societies actually forming in the U.S.? 
o The rise of counter-cancel culture institutions 
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e Why is the intense struggle between the Novus Ordo Catholic Church (the 
global majority) and the Traditionalist Catholic movement very important to be 
aware of? (Remember: I’m MUSLIM. But | keep my eyes wide opened) 

o Is Pope Francis Catholic? (I know how it sounds) 
o Whois Archbishop Carlo Maria Vigano ? Why is he important? 

e = Should world unity be a goal? 

o What is world unity? 
o Does world unity assume the destruction of the nation state? If so, 
is that good or bad? 
= Does nation-state status equate to tribalism? 
= Does nation-state status equate to racism? 
= Does nation-state status equate to jingoism? 
o What should be the nature of world unity? 
o Who promotes it? (Very important to know.) 
e Whatis the role of the CCP (Chinese Communist Party) in the world (not its 
stated role, but it’s role)? 
o Is that role significant? 
o Is that role insignificant? 
o How does that role impact the U.S.? 

e Do you want to live in a country where the citizens are trying to weaken each 
other, instead of strengthening each other? 

o Is planet earth a playpen? [No.] 

o Is something wrong with wanting your country, where you live, to 
be the strongest country on earth? [No.] 

o Is something wrong with patriotism? [No]. 


I’m considered an “old man,” though, at 71, I’ve noticed that | can run up a 
long flight of steps, at the train station, not be out of breath when | get to 
the top, while some young people can't get halfway up without panting. 
Nevertheless, I'll say something that my dad used to say: “It’s your turn 
now to try to fix this mess. I’m gone fishing.” It’s your turn, young people, 
to try your hand at first realizing that you don't live in an ideology. You 
don't live in a sub-identity. You live in a place. It’s called the United 
States of America. Standing in your Church, Mosque, Synagogue, 
whatever, pointing out of your window at the “disbelievers,” and imagining 
that your status as a “believer” will protect you from what’s happening 
outside, is illusion. 
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The same goes for those who hold hard and fast to political, social, or 
other forms of identities. Our success as a nation will not be due to your 
identity/philosophy/belief system alone. Your identity/philosophy/belief 
system will not [| HOPE not!] be the one that you will convince all 
Americans to share with you. Ain’t happening. 


So, what we all must realize is this: Whatever may have been the faults or 
mistakes or inconsistencies of the Founding Fathers of our country, they 
opened the door to a form of freedom for the individual that had never 
existed in human history. But that did not mean, nor could it ever have 
meant, that any one specific, hardcore ideology or identity would ever 
dominate, despite our freedom to attempt to make that the case. Maybe, 
but | don’t think so. 


And | don’t consider this Republic to have been formed for the purpose of 
reflecting, duplicating, and enshrining as immutable truth any particular 
prior belief system or ideology. What should and can exist, in our country 
as its fundamental ideas and ideals that serve as the glue that holds us all 
together, are the following, not-so-ideologically exotic, ideas: 


The government exists solely to serve the people, not itself. 

Freedom of speech (no “cancel culture” censorship) 

Freedom of the press (minus monopolization) 

Freedom of assembly 

Freedom of religion 

Freedom from government searches and seizures of property 

without warrants. Issuance of warrants cannot be made without 

probable cause. 

e Freedom from secret government trials. Any charges levied against 
a citizen must be first approved by a grand jury. 

e Trials must be public. 

e Determination of guilt or innocence by a jury of peers agreed upon 
by defense and prosecution. 

e Freedom to keep and bear arms (or bare arms) 


Uncle Tom’s Uncle 321 


e Freedom to form local militias, as a counterbalance to feared 
federal power 

e No standing army allowed to dominate civilians’ lives (in 
peacetime). 

e Equal access to opportunity, but not expectation of equal outcomes. 


Last, I’m sorry to have to say the following. Well, no | ain't. If Black folks, 
my people, want to ascend, there are certain realities that must be faced. 
From the time | reached the age of 18 to today, | have seen very, very few 
truly serious Black folks. And if it disturbs you to hear that, then let me 
give you a heads-up caution: DO NOT listen to ANYTHING Judge Joe 
Brown has to say. 


Because, if you can’t take what /’m saying, then you will not be able to 
listen to 10 seconds of anything that he says. It is my opinion that 
Reparations will not help us. There is an ethic that any people must 
adopt, especially if they are, or perceive themselves as being oppressed 
and under the gun. And too many of our people don’t act like they 
understand that life is a grim and serious affair. Ya'll Black folks know 
what I’m talking about, so | feel no need whatsoever to elaborate. 


Even if every single thing that has ever gone wrong for any particular 
Black person could be found to have been perpetrated and perpetuated 
by white folks, so what? What are you going to do about it? Bitch? | 
gave examples—real examples—in my life, in this book. The examples 
were not bom out of theory. What | and others did worked. Use the 
stories you read in Part II of this book as inspiration. Then go make your 
Reparations yourselves. Peace. God be with you!! 
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Courtesy papalencyclicals.net 


Romanus Pontifex 


Granting the Portuguese a perpetual monopoly in trade 
with Africa 
January 8, 1455 


The Bull Romanus Pontifex (Nicholas V), January 8, 1455. 


Background 


The kingdoms of Portugal and Castile had been jockeying for position and possession of colonial 
territories along the African coast for more than a century prior to Columbus’ “discovery” of lands in 
the western seas. On the theory that the Pope was an arbitrator between nations, each kingdom 
had sought and obtained Papal bulls at various times to bolster its claims, on the grounds that its 
activities served to spread Christianity. 


The bull Romanus Pontifex is an important example of the Papacy’s claim to spiritual lordship of 
the whole world and of its role in regulating relations among Christian princes and between 
Christians and “unbelievers” (“heathens” and “infidels”). This bull became the basis for Portugal’s 
later claim to lands in the “new world,” a claim which was countered by Castile and the bull /nter 
caetera in 1493. 


An English translation of Romanus Pontifex is reproduced below, as published in European 
Treaties bearing on the History of the United States and its Dependencies to 1648, Frances 
Gardiner Davenport, editor, Carnegie Institution of Washington, 1917, Washington, D.C., at pp. 20- 
26. The original text in Latin is in the same volume, at pp. 13-20. 
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English Translation 


Nicholas, bishop, servant of the servants of God. for a perpetual remembrance. 


The Roman pontiff, successor of the key-bearer of the heavenly kingdom and vicar of Jesus Christ, 
contemplating with a father’s mind all the several climes of the world and the characteristics of all 
the nations dwelling in them and seeking and desiring the salvation of all, wholesomely ordains and 
disposes upon careful deliberation those things which he sees will be agreeable to the Divine 
Majesty and by which he may bring the sheep entrusted to him by God into the single divine fold, 
and may acquire for them the reward of eternal felicity, and obtain pardon for their souls. This we 
believe will more certainly come to pass, through the aid of the Lord, if we bestow suitable favors 
and special graces on those Catholic kings and princes, who, like athletes and intrepid champions 
of the Christian faith, as we know by the evidence of facts, not only restrain the savage excesses of 
the Saracens and of other infidels, enemies of the Christian name, but also for the defense and 
increase of the faith vanquish them and their kingdoms and habitations, though situated in the 
remotest parts unknown to us, and subject them to their own temporal dominion, sparing no labor 
and expense, in order that those kings and princes, relieved of all obstacles, may be the more 
animated to the prosecution of so salutary and laudable a work. 


We have lately heard, not without great joy and gratification, how our beloved son, the noble 
personage Henry, infante of Portugal, uncle of our most dear son in Christ, the illustrious Alfonso, 
king of the kingdoms of Portugal and Algarve, treading in the footsteps of John, of famous memory, 
king of the said kingdoms, his father, and greatly inflamed with zeal for the salvation of souls and 
with fervor of faith, as a Catholic and true soldier of Christ, the Creator of all things, and a most 
active and courageous defender and intrepid champion of the faith in Him, has aspired from his 
early youth with his utmost might to cause the most glorious name of the said Creator to be 
published, extolled, and revered throughout the whole world, even in the most remote and 
undiscovered places, and also to bring into the bosom of his faith the perfidious enemies of him 
and of the life-giving Cross by which we have been redeemed, namely the Saracens and all other 
infidels whatsoever, [and how] after the city of Ceuta, situated in Africa, had been subdued by the 
said King John to his dominion, and after many wars had been waged, sometimes in person, by 
the said infante, although in the name of the said King John, against the enemies and infidels 
aforesaid, not without the greatest labors and expense, and with dangers and loss of life and 
property, and the slaughter of very many of their natural subjects, the said infante being neither 
enfeebled nor terrified by so many and great labors, dangers, and losses, but growing daily more 
and more zealous in prosecuting this his so laudable and pious purpose, has peopled with 
orthodox Christians certain solitary islands in the ocean sea, and has caused churches and other 
pious places to be there founded and built, in which divine service is celebrated. Also by the 
laudable endeavor and industry of the said infante, very many inhabitants or dwellers in divers 
islands situated in the said sea, coming to the knowledge of the true God, have received holy 
baptism, to the praise and glory of God, the salvation of the souls of many, the propagation also of 
the orthodox faith, and the increase of divine worship. 
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Moreover, since, some time ago, it had come to the knowledge of the said infante that never, or at 
least not within the memory of men, had it been customary to sail on this ocean sea toward the 
southern and eastern shores, and that it was so unknown to us westerners that we had no certain 
knowledge of the peoples of those parts, believing that he would best perform his duty to God in 
this matter, if by his effort and industry that sea might become navigable as far as to the Indians 
who are said to worship the name of Christ, and that thus he might be able to enter into relation 
with them, and to incite them to aid the Christians against the Saracens and other such enemies of 
the faith, and might also be able forthwith to subdue certain gentile or pagan peoples, living 
between, who are entirely free from infection by the sect of the most impious Mahomet, and to 
preach and cause to be preached to them the unknown but most sacred name of Christ, 
strengthened, however, always by the royal authority, he has not ceased for twenty-five years past 
to send almost yearly an army of the peoples of the said kingdoms with the greatest labor, danger, 
and expense, in very swift ships called caravels, to explore the sea and coast lands toward the 
south and the Antarctic pole. And so it came to pass that when a number of ships of this kind had 
explored and taken possession of very many harbors, islands, and seas, they at length came to the 
province of Guinea, and having taken possession of some islands and harbors and the sea 
adjacent to that province, sailing farther they came to the mouth of a certain great river commonly 
supposed to be the Nile, and war was waged for some years against the peoples of those parts in 
the name of the said King Alfonso and of the infante, and in it very many islands in that 
neighborhood were subdued and peacefully possessed, as they are still possessed together with 
the adjacent sea. Thence also many Guineamen and other negroes, taken by force, and some by 
barter of unprohibited articles, or by other lawful contract of purchase, have been sent to the said 
kingdoms. A large number of these have been converted to the Catholic faith, and it is hoped, by 
the help of divine mercy, that if such progress be continued with them, either those peoples will be 
converted to the faith or at least the souls of many of them will be gained for Christ. 


But since, as we are informed, although the king and infante aforesaid (who with so many and so 
great dangers, labors, and expenses, and also with loss of so many natives of their said kingdoms, 
very many of whom have perished in those expeditions, depending only upon the aid of those 
natives, have caused those provinces to be explored and have acquired and possessed such 
harbors, islands, and seas, as aforesaid, as the true lords of them), fearing lest strangers induced 
by covetousness should sail to those parts, and desiring to usurp to themselves the perfection, 
fruit, and praise of this work, or at least to hinder it, should therefore, either for the sake of gain or 
through malice, carry or transmit iron, arms, wood used for construction, and other things and 
goods prohibited to be carried to infidels or should teach those infidels the art of navigation, 
whereby they would become more powerful and obstinate enemies to the king and infante, and the 
prosecution of this enterprise would either be hindered, or would perhaps entirely fail, not without 
great offense to God and great reproach to all Christianity, to prevent this and to conserve their 
right and possession, [the said king and infante] under certain most severe penalties then 
expressed, have prohibited and in general have ordained that none, unless with their sailors and 
ships and on payment of a certain tribute and with an express license previously obtained from the 
said king or infante, should presume to sail to the said provinces or to trade in their ports or to fish 
in the sea, [although the king and infante have taken this action, yet in time it might happen that 
persons of other kingdoms or nations, led by envy, malice, or covetousness, might presume, 
contrary to the prohibition aforesaid, without license and payment of such tribute, to go to the said 
provinces, and in the provinces, harbors, islands, and sea, so acquired, to sail, trade, and fish; and 
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thereupon between King Alfonso and the infante, who would by no means suffer themselves to be 
So trifled with in these things, and the presumptuous persons aforesaid, very many hatreds, 
rancors, dissensions, wars, and scandals, to the highest offense of God and danger of souls, 
probably might and would ensue — We [therefore] weighing all and singular the premises with due 
meditation, and noting that since we had formerly by other letters of ours granted among other 
things free and ample faculty to the aforesaid King Alfonso — to invade, search out, capture, 
vanquish, and subdue all Saracens and pagans whatsoever, and other enemies of Christ 
wheresoever placed, and the kingdoms, dukedoms, principalities, dominions, possessions, and all 
movable and immovable goods whatsoever held and possessed by them and to reduce their 
persons to perpetual slavery, and to apply and appropriate to himself and his successors the 
kingdoms, dukedoms, counties, principalities, dominions, possessions, and goods, and to convert 
them to his and their use and profit — by having secured the said faculty, the said King Alfonso, or, 
by his authority, the aforesaid infante, justly and lawfully has acquired and possessed, and doth 
possess, these islands, lands, harbors, and seas, and they do of right belong and pertain to the 
said King Alfonso and his successors, nor without special license from King Alfonso and his 
successors themselves has any other even of the faithful of Christ been entitled hitherto, nor is he 
by any means now entitled lawfully to meddle therewith — in order that King Alfonso himself and 
his successors and the infante.may be able the more zealously to pursue and may pursue this 
most pious and noble work, and most worthy of perpetual remembrance (which, since the salvation 
of souls, increase of the faith, and overthrow of its enemies may be procured thereby, we regard as 
a work wherein the glory of God, and faith in Him, and His commonwealth, the Universal Church, 
are concerned) in proportion as they, having been relieved of all the greater obstacles, shall find 
themselves supported by us and by the Apostolic See with favors and graces — we, being very 
fully informed of all and singular the premises, do, motu proprio, not at the instance of King Alfonso 
or the infante, or on the petition of any other offered to us on their behalf in respect to this matter, 
and after mature deliberation, by apostolic authority, and from certain knowledge, in the fullness of 
apostolic power, by the tenor of these presents decree and declare that the aforesaid letters of 
faculty (the tenor whereof we wish to be considered as inserted word for word in these presents, 
with all and singular the clauses therein contained) are extended to Ceuta and to the aforesaid and 
all other acquisitions whatsoever, even those acquired before the date of the said letters of faculty, 
and to all those provinces, islands, harbors, and seas whatsoever, which hereafter, in the name of 
the said King Alfonso and of his successors and of the infante, in those parts and the adjoining, 
and in the more distant and remote parts, can be acquired from the hands of infidels or pagans, 
and that they are comprehended under the said letters of faculty. And by force of those and of the 
present letters of faculty the acquisitions already made, and what hereafter shall happen to be 
acquired, after they shall have been acquired, we do by the tenor of these presents decree and 
declare have pertained, and forever of right do belong and pertain, to the aforesaid king and to his 
successors and to the infante, and that the right of conquest which in the course of these letters we 
declare to be extended from the capes of Bojador and of Nao, as far as through all Guinea, and 
beyond toward that southern shore, has belonged and pertained, and forever of right belongs and 
pertains, to the said King Alfonso, his successors, and the infante, and not to any others. We also 
by the tenor of these presents decree and declare that King Alfonso and his successors and the 
infante aforesaid might and may, now and henceforth, freely and lawfully, in these [acquisitions] 
and concerning them make any prohibitions, statutes, and decrees whatsoever, even penal ones, 
and with imposition of any tribute, and dispose and ordain concerning them as concerning their 
own property and their other dominions. And in order to confer a more effectual right and 
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assurance we do by these presents forever give, grant, and appropriate to the aforesaid King 
Alfonso and his successors, kings of the said kingdoms, and to the infante, the provinces, islands, 
harbors, places, and seas whatsoever, how many soever, and of what sort soever they shall be, 
that have already been acquired and that shall hereafter come to be acquired, and the right of 
conquest also from the capes of Bojador and of Nao aforesaid. 


Moreover, since this is fitting in many ways for the perfecting of a work of this kind, we allow that 
the aforesaid King Alfonso and [his] successors and the infante, as also the persons to whom they, 
or any one of them, shall think that this work ought to be committed, may (according to the grant 
made to the said King John by Martin V., of happy memory, and another grant made also to King 
Edward of illustrious memory, king of the same kingdoms, father of the said King Alfonso, by 
Eugenius IV., of pious memory, Roman pontiffs, our predecessors) make purchases and sales of 
any things and goods and victuals whatsoever, as it shall seem fit, with any Saracens and infidels, 
in the said regions; and also may enter into any contracts, transact business, bargain, buy and 
negotiate, and carry any commodities whatsoever to the places of those Saracens and infidels, 
provided they be not iron instruments, wood to be used for construction, cordage, ships, or any 
kinds of armor, and may sell them to the said Saracens and infidels; and also may do, perform, or 
prosecute all other and singular things [mentioned] in the premises, and things suitable or 
necessary in relation to these; and that the same King Alfonso, his successors, and the infante, in 
the provinces, islands, and places already acquired, and to be acquired by him, may found and 
[cause to be] founded and built any churches, monasteries, or other pious places whatsoever; and 
also may send over to them any ecclesiastical persons whatsoever, as volunteers, both seculars, 
and regulars of any of the mendicant orders (with license, however, from their superiors), and that 
those persons may abide there as long as they shall live, and hear confessions of all who live in 
the said parts or who come thither, and after the confessions have been heard they may give due 
absolution in all cases, except those reserved to the aforesaid see, and enjoin salutary penance, 
and also administer the ecclesiastical sacraments freely and lawfully, and this we allow and grant 
to Alfonso himself, and his successors, the kings of Portugal, who shall come afterwards, and to 
the aforesaid infante. Moreover, we entreat in the Lord, and by the sprinkling of the blood of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, whom, as has been said, it concerneth, we exhort, and as they hope for the 
remission of their sins enjoin, and also by this perpetual edict of prohibition we more strictly inhibit, 
all and singular the faithful of Christ, ecclesiastics, seculars, and regulars of whatsoever orders, in 
whatsoever part of the world they live, and of whatsoever state, degree, order, condition, or pre- 
eminence they shall be, although endued with archiepiscopal, episcopal, imperial, royal, queenly, 
ducal, or any other greater ecclesiastical or worldly dignity, that they do not by any means presume 
to carry arms, iron, wood for construction, and other things prohibited by law from being in any way 
carried to the Saracens, to any of the provinces, islands, harbors, seas, and places whatsoever, 
acquired or possessed in the name of King Alfonso, or situated in this conquest or elsewhere, to 
the Saracens, infidels, or pagans; or even without special license from the said King Alfonso and 
his successors and the infante, to carry or cause to be carried merchandise and other things 
permitted by law, or to navigate or cause to be navigated those seas, or to fish in them, or to 
meddle with the provinces, islands, harbors, seas, and places, or any of them, or with this 
conquest, or to do anything by themselves or another or others, directly or indirectly, by deed or 
counsel, or to offer any obstruction whereby the aforesaid King Alfonso and his successors and the 
infante may be hindered from quietly enjoying their acquisitions and possessions, and prosecuting 
and carrying out this conquest. 
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And we decree that whosoever shall infringe these orders [shall incur the following penalties], 
besides the punishments pronounced by law against those who carry arms and other prohibited 
things to any of the Saracens, which we wish them to incur by so doing; if they be single persons, 
they shall incur the sentence of excommunication; if a community or corporation of a city, castle, 
village, or place, that city, castle, village, or place shall be thereby subject to the interdict; and we 
decree further that transgressors, collectively or individually, shall not be absolved from the 
sentence of excommunication, nor be able to obtain the relaxation of this interdict, by apostolic or 
any other authority, unless they shall first have made due satisfaction for their transgressions to 
Alfonso himself and his successors and to the infante, or shall have amicably agreed with them 
thereupon. By [these] apostolic writings we enjoin our venerable brothers, the archbishop of 
Lisbon, and the bishops of Silves and Ceuta, that they, or two or one of them, by himself, or 
another or others, as often as they or any of them shall be required on the part of the aforesaid 
King Alfonso and his successors and the infante or any one of them, on Sundays, and other 
festival days, in the churches, while a large multitude of people shall assemble there for divine 
worship, do declare and denounce by apostolic authority that those persons who have been proved 
to have incurred such sentences of excommunication and interdict, are excommunicated and 
interdicted, and have been and are involved in the other punishments aforesaid. And we decree 
that they shall also cause them to be denounced by others, and to be strictly avoided by alll, till they 
shall have made satisfaction for or compromised their transgressions as aforesaid. Offenders are 
to be held in check by ecclesiastical censure, without regard to appeal, the apostolic constitutions 
and ordinances and all other things whatsoever to the contrary notwithstanding. But in order that 
the present letters, which have been issued by us of our certain knowledge and after mature 
deliberation thereupon, as is aforesaid, may not hereafter be impugned by anyone as fraudulent, 
secret, or void, we will, and by the authority, knowledge, and power aforementioned, we do 
likewise by these letters, decree and declare that the said letters and what is contained therein 
cannot in any wise be impugned, or the effect thereof hindered or obstructed, on account of any 
defect of fraudulency, secrecy, or nullity, not even from a defect of the ordinary or of any other 
authority, or from any other defect, but that they shall be valid forever and shall obtain full authority. 
And if anyone, by whatever authority, shall, wittingly or unwittingly, attempt anything inconsistent 
with these orders we decree that his act shall be null and void. Moreover, because it would be 
difficult to carry our present letters to all places whatsoever, we will, and by the said authority we 
decree by these letters, that faith shall be given as fully and permanently to copies of them, 
certified under the hand of a notary public and the seal of the episcopal or any superior 
ecclesiastical court, as if the said original letters were exhibited or shown; and we decree that 
within two months from the day when these present letters, or the paper or parchment containing 
the tenor of the same, shall be affixed to the doors of the church at Lisbon, the sentences of 
excommunication and the other sentences contained therein shall bind all and singular offenders 
as fully as if these present letters had been made known and presented to them in person and 
lawfully. Therefore let no one infringe or with rash boldness contravene this our declaration, 
constitution, gift, grant, appropriation, decree, supplication, exhortation, injunction, inhibition, 
mandate, and will. But if anyone should presume to do so, be it known to him that he will incur the 
wrath of Almighty God and of the blessed apostles Peter and Paul. Given at Rome, at Saint 
Peter's, on the eighth day of January, in the year of the incarnation of our Lord one thousand four 
hundred and fifty-four, and in the eighth year of our pontificate. 
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Dum Diversas 
Granting the Portuguese to 
conquer Saracens and pagans 
and consign them to "perpetual servitude" 
June 18, 1452 


Background 


The Bull was issued to King Alfonso of Portugal in 1452 authorizing an expedition against the 
Saracens of North Africa and granted a plenary indulgence to all who went on the campaign. It 
grants Alfonso the right to confiscate all the lands and property of any Saracen rulers he might 
subjugate and authorizes him to reduce such conquered persons to "perpetual servitude." 


English Translation 


Bishop Nicholas, Bishop, Servant of the Servants of God. For the perpetual memory of this act: 


To the dearest son in Christ Alfonse, illustrious King of Portugal and the Algarbians,Greetings and 
Apostolic Blessing 


While we turn over in our mind the diverse concerns of the office of Apostolic service entrusted to 
us (although we do not deserve it) by celestial Providence, concerns by which we are every day 
urgently pressed, we are also moved by a persistent encouragement: we chiefly carry in our heart 
that the well-known anxiety, that the rage of the enemies of the name of Christ, always aggressive 
in contempt of the orthodox faith, could be restrained by the faithful of Christ and be subjugated to 
the Christian religion. To this purpose also, when the occasion of the matter demands it, we 
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laboriously expend our free [desire/eagerness/devotion], and indeed remember to follow with 
fatherly affection all the faithful of Christ, especially dearest sons in Christ, illustrious Kings, 
professing Christ's faith, who, for the glory of the Eternal King, eagerly defend the faith itself and 
with powerful arm fight its enemies. We also look attentively to labor at the defense and growing of 
the said Religion and all things pertaining to this healing work, should proceed from our 
undeserved provision, we invite, with spiritual duties and grace, the faithful of Christ and also 
individuals to rouse their [positions/duties?] in help/support of the faith. 


1. As we indeed understand from your pious and Christian desire, you intend to subjugate the 
enemies of Christ, namely the Saracens, and bring [them] back, with powerful arm, to the faith of 
Christ, if the authority of Apostolic See supported you in this. Therefore we consider, that those 
rising against the Catholic faith and struggling to extinguish Christian Religion must be resisted by 
the faithful of Christ with courage and firmness, so that the faithful themselves, inflamed by the 
ardor of faith and armed with courage to be able to hate their intention, not only to go against the 
intention, if they prevent unjust attempts of force, but with the help of God whose soldiers they are, 
they stop the endeavors of the faithless, we, fortified with divine love, summoned by the charity of 
Christians and bound by the duty of our pastoral office, which concerns the integrity and spread of 
faith for which Christ our God shed his blood, wishing to encourage the vigor of the faithful and 
Your Royal Majesty in the most sacred intention of this kind, we grant to you full and free power, 
through the Apostolic authority by this edict, to invade, conquer, fight, subjugate the Saracens and 
pagans, and other infidels and other enemies of Christ, and wherever established their Kingdoms, 
Duchies, Royal Palaces, Principalities and other dominions, lands, places, estates, camps and any 
other possessions, mobile and immobile goods found in all these places and held in whatever 
name, and held and possessed by the same Saracens, Pagans, infidels, and the enemies of 
Christ, also realms, duchies, royal palaces, principalities and other dominions, lands, places, 
estates, camps, possessions of the king or prince or of the kings or princes, and to lead their 
persons in perpetual servitude, and to apply and appropriate realms, duchies, royal palaces, 
principalities and other dominions, possessions and goods of this kind to you and your use and 
your successors the Kings of Portugal. 


We carefully ask, require, and encourage your same Royal Majesty, girded by the sword of virtue 
and fortified with strong courage, for the increase of the divine name and for the exaltation of faith 
and for the salvation of your soul, having God before your eyes, may you increase in this 
undertaking the power of your virtue so that the Catholic faith may, through your Royal Majesty, 
against the enemies of Christ, bring back triumph and that you earn more fully the crown of eternal 
glory, for which you must fight in lands, and which God promised to those who love Him, and our 
benediction of the See and grace. 


2. For we, by the dignity of your sacrifice, grant that you undertake this work with more courage 
and fervent zeal, together with chosen sons, noblemen, dukes, princes, barons, soldiers, and other 
faithful of Christ, accompanying your Royal Serenity in this fight of faith, or contributing with their 
means, and that they undertake or contribute from their possession, or send, as said before, from 
which you and they hope to be able to pursue the salvation of their souls, and they hope, by the 
mercy of omnipotent God, and his apostles the blessed Peter and Paul, entrusted with authority, to 
you and indeed all individual faithful of Christ of either sex accompanying your Majesty in this work 
of faith. Indeed to those who did not want to accompany you personally, but will send help 
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according to their means or exigency of allegiance, or they will reasonably contribute from those 
possessions assigned by God, we grant, by the power of your sacrifice, a plenary forgiveness of all 
and individual sins, crimes, trespasses, and digressions which you and they have confessed with 
contrite heart and by mouth, to you and to those who accompany you, as often as you and they 
happen to go into any war against the mentioned infidels, and indeed to those who do not 
accompany you but are sending and contributing, as mentioned before, to those who persist in 
sincerity of faith, in the unity of the Holy Roman Church, by our obedience and devotion and of our 
successors Roman Pontiffs entering canonically, to the remaining a suitable confessor whom you 
and anyone of them selected can forgive merely once at the moment of death. Thus, however, the 
confessor sees to matters in which there is an obligation to a third party and that you, those who 
accompany you, who send and contribute fulfill it if you and they survive or your heirs and their 
heirs if you and they perish, as mentioned before. 


3. And nevertheless, if it should happen that you or others of those accompanying you against the 
Saracens and other infidels of this kind, on the way there, staying there, or on the way back, 
departed from this world, we restore you and those accompanying you, remaining in sincerity and 
unity, through the present letter, to pure innocence in which you and they existed after baptism... 


4. But we demand that all and each thing which the faithful of Christ, who do not accompany you, 
contributed for your support to carry out this undertaking, be taken by the noblemen of individual 
places in which these contributions were given and as time permits at once be repaid and given to 
you through secure messengers, or letters of the bank, without any reduction, expenses, and 
salaries, merely reasonably reserved for those working in this undertaking, and that they are 
transmitted under authentic sum-total, and that if the noblemen themselves, or anybody else 
deducted, or transferred or seized for his own use from the sum sent for support of this undertaking 
anything except expenses and salaries, or if they allowed or conspired for money to be either 
fraudulently or deceitfully subtracted, transferred or seized, that they incur eo ipso the sentence of 
excommunication, from which they cannot be absolved except by the office of the Roman 
Pontificate if they are in articulo mortis (at the moment of death). 


5. For the rest, since it would be difficult to carry this present letter to individual places where 
perhaps it would be doubted about its credibility, we want and decree with authority that to its 
transfer signed by the hand of Notary public and provided with seal of a bishop or High Court, 
same credibility is shown, as if the original letter were presented or shown. 


6. Consequently, it is not allowed to any person to infringe this sheet of our granting, pardon, will, 
indulgence, and decree, or dare to oppose it rashly. If, however, anyone tried to tamper with it, he 
would incur the indignation of the Omnipotent God, and of blessed Apostles Peter and Paul. 


Given in Rome at St. Peter, in the year of the Incarnation of the Lord 1452 on June 18th, in the 
sixth year of our Pontificate. 
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Unam Sancta 


November 18, 1302 


Urged by faith, we are obliged to believe and to maintain that the Church is one, holy, catholic, and 
also apostolic. We believe in her firmly and we confess with simplicity that outside of her there is 
neither salvation nor the remission of sins, as the Spouse in the Canticles [Sgs 6:8] proclaims: 
‘One is my dove, my perfect one. She is the only one, the chosen of her who bore her,’ and she 
represents one sole mystical body whose Head is Christ and the head of Christ is God [1 Cor 
11:3]. In her then is one Lord, one faith, one baptism [Eph 4:5]. There had been at the time of the 
deluge only one ark of Noah, prefiguring the one Church, which ark, having been finished to a 
single cubit, had only one pilot and guide, i.e., Noah, and we read that, outside of this ark, all that 
subsisted on the earth was destroyed. 


We venerate this Church as one, the Lord having said by the mouth of the prophet: ‘Deliver, O 
God, my soul from the sword and my only one from the hand of the dog.’ [Ps 21:20] He has prayed 
for his soul, that is for himself, heart and body; and this body, that is to say, the Church, He has 
called one because of the unity of the Spouse, of the faith, of the sacraments, and of the charity of 
the Church. This is the tunic of the Lord, the seamless tunic, which was not rent but which was cast 
by lot [Jn 19:23- 24]. Therefore, of the one and only Church there is one body and one head, not 
two heads like a monster; that is, Christ and the Vicar of Christ, Peter and the successor of Peter, 
since the Lord speaking to Peter Himself said: ‘Feed my sheep’ [Jn 21:17], meaning, my sheep in 
general, not these, nor those in particular, whence we understand that He entrusted all to him 
[Peter]. Therefore, if the Greeks or others should say that they are not confided to Peter and to his 
successors, they must confess not being the sheep of Christ, since Our Lord says in John ‘there is 
one sheepfold and one shepherd.’ We are informed by the texts of the gospels that in this Church 
and in its power are two swords; namely, the spiritual and the temporal. For when the Apostles say: 
‘Behold, here are two swords’ [Lk 22:38] that is to say, in the Church, since the Apostles were 
speaking, the Lord did not reply that there were too many, but sufficient. Certainly the one who 
denies that the temporal sword is in the power of Peter has not listened well to the word of the Lord 
commanding: ‘Put up thy sword into thy scabbard‘ [Mt 26:52]. Both, therefore, are in the power of 
the Church, that is to say, the spiritual and the material sword, but the former is to be 

administered for the Church but the latter by the Church; the former in the hands of the priest; the 
latter by the hands of kings and soldiers, but at the will and sufferance of the priest. 
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However, one sword ought to be subordinated to the other and temporal authority, subjected to 
spiritual power. For since the Apostle said: ‘There is no power except from God and the things that 
are, are ordained of God‘ [Rom 13:1-2], but they would not be ordained if one sword were not 
subordinated to the other and if the inferior one, as it were, were not led upwards by the other. 


For, according to the Blessed Dionysius, it is a law of the divinity that the lowest things reach the 
highest place by intermediaries. Then, according to the order of the universe, all things are not led 
back to order equally and immediately, but the lowest by the intermediary, and the inferior by the 
superior. Hence we must recognize the more clearly that spiritual power surpasses in dignity and in 
nobility any temporal power whatever, as spiritual things surpass the temporal. This we see very 
Clearly also by the payment, benediction, and consecration of the tithes, but the acceptance of 
power itself and by the government even of things. For with truth as our witness, it belongs to 
Spiritual power to establish the terrestrial power and to pass judgement if it has not been good. 
Thus is accomplished the prophecy of Jeremias concerning the Church and the ecclesiastical 
power: ‘Behold to-day | have placed you over nations, and over kingdoms’ and the rest. Therefore, 
if the terrestrial power err, it will be judged by the spiritual power; but if a minor spiritual power err, it 
will be judged by a superior spiritual power; but if the highest power of all err, it can be judged only 
by God, and not by man, according to the testimony of the Apostle: ‘The spiritual man judgeth of all 
things and he himself is judged by no man‘ [1 Cor 2:15]. This authority, however, (though it has 
been given to man and is exercised by man), is not human but rather divine, granted to Peter by a 
divine word and reaffirmed to him (Peter) and his successors by the One Whom Peter confessed, 
the Lord saying to Peter himself, ‘Whatsoever you shall bind on earth, shall be bound also in 
Heaven‘ etc., [Mt 16:19]. Therefore whoever resists this power thus ordained by God, resists the 
ordinance of God [Rom 13:2], unless he invent like Manicheus two beginnings, which is false and 
judged by us heretical, since according to the testimony of Moses, it is not in the beginnings but in 
the beginning that God created heaven and earth [Gen 1:1]. Furthermore, we declare, we 
proclaim, we define that it is absolutely necessary for salvation that every human creature 
be subject to the Roman Pontiff. 
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EXIMIAE DEVOTIONIS 
May 3, 1493 


Alexander, bishop, servant of the servants of God, to the illustrious sovereigns, our very dear son 
in Christ, Ferninand, king, and our very dear daughter in Christ, Isabella, queen of Castile, Leon, 
Aragon, and Grenada, health and apostolic benediction. 


The sincerity and whole-souled loyalty of your exalted attachment to ourselves and the Church of 
Rome deserve to have us grant in your favour those things whereby daily you may the better and 
more easily be enabled to the honour of Almighty God and the spread of Christian Government as 
well as the exaltation of the Catholic faith to carry out your jolly and praiseworthy purpose and the 
work already undertaken of making search for far-away and unknown and countries and islands. 
For this very day of our own accord and certain knowledge, and out of the fullness of our apostolic 
power, we have given, granted, and assigned forever, as appears more fully in our letters drawn up 
therefor, to you and your heirs and successors, kings of Castile and Leon, all and singular the 
remote and unknown mainlands and islands lying towards the western parts and the ocean sea, 
that have been discovered or hereafter may be discovered by you or your envoys, whom you have 
equipped therefor not without great hardships, dangers and expense - and with them all their 
lordships, cities, castles, places, villages, rights and jurisdictions; provided however these countries 
have not been in the actual temporal possession of any Christian lords. 


But inasmuch as at another time the Apostolic See has granted divers privileges, favours, liberties, 
immunities, exemptions, faculties, letters, and indults to certain kings of Portugal, who also by 
similar Apostolic grant and donation in their favour, have discovered and taken possession of 
islands in the regions of Africa, Guinea, and the Gold Mine, and elsewhere, with the desire to 
empower with our apostolic authority, as also is right and fitting, you and your aforesaid heirs and 
successors with graces, prerogatives, and favours of no less character; moved also thereto wholly 
of our similar accord, not at your instance nor the petition of anyone else in your favour, but of our 
own sole liberality and out of the same knowledge and fullness of apostolic power, we do by tenor 
of these presents, as a gift of special favour, grant to you and your aforesaid heirs and successors, 
that in the islands and countries, already thus discovered by you or in your name and to be 
discovered hereafter, you may freely and legally use, employ and enjoy in all things and through all 
things, exactly the same as if they had been granted especially to you and your aforesaid heirs and 
successors, all and singular the graces and privileges, exemptions , liberties, faculties, immunities, 
letters, and indults that have been thus granted to the kings of Portugal, the terms whereof we wish 
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to be understood as sufficiently expressed and inserted, as if they had been inserted word for word 
in these presents. 


Moreover we extend similarly, and enlarge these powers, in all things and through all things to you 
and your aforesaid heirs and successors, to whom in the same manner and form we grant them 
forever, apostolic constitutions and ordinances as well as all grants of similar kind made by letters 
to the kings of Portugal, as well as other things whatsoever to the contrary not withstanding. But as 
it would be difficult to have these present letters sent to all places where desirable, we wish and 
with similar accord and knowledge do decree that to copies of them, signed by the hand of a public 
notary commissioned therefor, and sealed with the seal of any ecclesiastical officer or 
ecclesiastical court, the same respect is to be shown in court and outside as well as anywhere else 
as would be given to these presents should they be exhibited or shown. Let no one, therefore, 
infringe or with rash boldness contravene this our indult, extension, enlargement, grant, will and 
decree. Should anyone presume to do so, be it known to him that he will incur the wrath of 
Almighty God and of the blessed apostles, Peter and Paul. 


Given at Rome, at St. Peter's, in the year of our Lord's incarnation one-thousand, four-hundred and 
ninety three, the third day of May, the first year of our pontificate. 


L. Podocatharus 

D. Gallettus 

Registered in the Apostolic Secretariate. 
The Bishop of Controne. July 


Gratis, by command of our blessed Lord, the Pope. 


Jo. Nilis 
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Inter Caetera 
Division of the undiscovered world between Spain and 
Portugal 
May 4, 1493 


Alexander, bishop, servant of the servants of God, to the illustrious sovereigns, our very dear son 
in Christ, Ferdinand, king, and our very dear daughter in Christ, Isabella, queen of Castile, Leon, 
Aragon, Sicily, and Granada, health and apostolic benediction. Among other works well pleasing to 
the Divine Majesty and cherished of our heart, this assuredly ranks highest, that in our times 
especially the Catholic faith and the Christian religion be exalted and be everywhere increased and 
spread, that the health of souls be cared for and that barbarous nations be overthrown and brought 
to the faith itself. Wherefore inasmuch as by the favor of divine clemency, we, though of insufficient 
merits, have been called to this Holy See of Peter, recognizing that as true Catholic kings and 
princes, such as we have known you always to be, and as your illustrious deeds already known to 
almost the whole world declare, you not only eagerly desire but with every effort, zeal, and 
diligence, without regard to hardships, expenses, dangers, with the shedding even of your blood, 
are laboring to that end; recognizing also that you have long since dedicated to this purpose your 
whole soul and all your endeavors — as witnessed in these times with so much glory to the Divine 
Name in your recovery of the kingdom of Granada from the yoke of the Saracens — we therefore 
are rightly led, and hold it as our duty, to grant you even of our own accord and in your favor those 
things whereby with effort each day more hearty you may be enabled for the honor of God himself 
and the spread of the Christian rule to carry forward your holy and praiseworthy purpose so 
pleasing to immortal God. 


We have indeed learned that you, who for a long time had intended to seek out and discover 
certain islands and mainlands remote and unknown and not hitherto discovered by others, to the 
end that you might bring to the worship of our Redeemer and the profession of the Catholic faith 
their residents and inhabitants, having been up to the present time greatly engaged in the siege 
and recovery of the kingdom itself of Granada were unable to accomplish this holy and 
praiseworthy purpose; but the said kingdom having at length been regained, as was pleasing to the 
Lord, you, with the wish to fulfill your desire, chose our beloved son, Christopher Columbus, a man 
assuredly worthy and of the highest recommendations and fitted for so great an undertaking, whom 
you furnished with ships and men equipped for like designs, not without the greatest hardships, 
dangers, and expenses, to make diligent quest for these remote and unknown mainlands and 
islands through the sea, where hitherto no one had sailed; and they at length, with divine aid and 


336 Uncle Tom’s Uncle 


with the utmost diligence sailing in the ocean sea, discovered certain very remote islands and even 
mainlands that hitherto had not been discovered by others; wherein dwell very many peoples living 
in peace, and, as reported, going unclothed, and not eating flesh. Moreover, as your aforesaid 
envoys are of opinion, these very peoples living in the said islands and countries believe in one 
God, the Creator in heaven, and seem sufficiently disposed to embrace the Catholic faith and be 
trained in good morals. 


And it is hoped that, were they instructed, the name of the Savior, our Lord Jesus Christ, would 
easily be introduced into the said countries and islands. Also, on one of the chief of these aforesaid 
islands the said Christopher has already caused to be put together and built a fortress fairly 
equipped, wherein he has stationed as garrison certain Christians, companions of his, who are to 
make search for other remote and unknown islands and mainlands. In the islands and countries 
already discovered are found gold, spices, and very many other precious things of divers kinds and 
qualities. 


Wherefore, as becomes Catholic kings and princes, after earnest consideration of all matters, 
especially of the rise and spread of the Catholic faith, as was the fashion of your ancestors, kings 
of renowned memory, you have purposed with the favor of divine clemency to bring under your 
sway the said mainlands and islands with their residents and inhabitants and to bring them to the 
Catholic faith. Hence, heartily commending in the Lord this your holy and praiseworthy purpose, 
and desirous that it be duly accomplished, and that the name of our Savior be carried into those 
regions, we exhort you very earnestly in the Lord and by your reception of holy baptism, whereby 
you are bound to our apostolic commands, and by the bowels of the mercy of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, enjoin strictly, that inasmuch as with eager zeal for the true faith you design to equip and 
despatch this expedition, you purpose also, as is your duty, to lead the peoples dwelling in those 
islands and countries to embrace the Christian religion; nor at any time let dangers or hardships 
deter you therefrom, with the stout hope and trust in your hearts that Almighty God will further your 
undertakings. 


And, in order that you may enter upon so great an undertaking with greater readiness and 
heartiness endowed with the benefit of our apostolic favor, we, of our own accord, not at your 
instance nor the request of anyone else in your regard, but of our own sole largess and certain 
knowledge and out of the fullness of our apostolic power, by the authority of Almighty God 
conferred upon us in blessed Peter and of the vicarship of Jesus Christ, which we hold on earth, do 
by tenor of these presents, should any of said islands have been found by your envoys and 
captains, give, grant, and assign to you and your heirs and successors, kings of Castile and Leon, 
forever, together with all their dominions, cities, camps, places, and villages, and all rights, 
jurisdictions, and appurtenances, all islands and mainlands found and to be found, discovered and 
to be discovered towards the west and south, by drawing and establishing a line from the Arctic 
pole, namely the north, to the Antarctic pole, namely the south, no matter whether the said 
mainlands and islands are found and to be found in the direction of India or towards any other 
quarter, the said line to be distant one hundred leagues towards the west and south from any of the 
islands commonly known as the Azores and Cape Verde. 
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With this proviso however that none of the islands and mainlands, found and to be found, 
discovered and to be discovered, beyond that said line towards the west and south, be in the 
actual possession of any Christian king or prince up to the birthday of our Lord Jesus Christ just 
past from which the present year one thousand four hundred and ninety-three begins. And we 
make, appoint, and depute you and your said heirs and successors lords of them with full and free 
power, authority, and jurisdiction of every kind; with this proviso however, that by this our gift, grant, 
and assignment no right acquired by any Christian prince, who may be in actual possession of said 
islands and mainlands prior to the said birthday of our Lord Jesus Christ, is hereby to be 
understood to be withdrawn or taken away. 


Moreover we command you in virtue of holy obedience that, employing all due diligence in the 
premises, as you also promise — nor do we doubt your compliance therein in accordance with 
your loyalty and royal greatness of spirit — you should appoint to the aforesaid mmainlands and 
islands worthy, God-fearing, learned, skilled, and experienced men, in order to instruct the 
aforesaid inhabitants and residents in the Catholic faith and train them in good morals. 
Furthermore, under penalty of excommunication late sententie to be incurred ipso facto , should 
anyone thus contravene, we strictly forbid all persons of whatsoever rank, even imperial and royal, 
or of whatsoever estate, degree, order, or condition, to dare, without your special permit or that of 
your aforesaid heirs and successors, to go for the purpose of trade or any other reason to the 
islands or mainlands, found and to be found, discovered and to be discovered, towards the west 
and south, by drawing and establishing a line from the Arctic pole to the Antarctic pole, no matter 
whether the mainlands and islands, found and to be found, lie in the direction of India or toward 
any other quarter whatsoever, the said line to be distant one hundred leagues towards the west 
and south, as is aforesaid, from any of the islands commonly known as the Azores and Cape 
Verde; apostolic constitutions and ordinances and other decrees whatsoever to the contrary 
notwithstanding. 


We trust in Him from whom empires and governments and all good things proceed, that, should 
you, with the Lord’s guidance, pursue this holy and praiseworthy undertaking, in a short while your 
hardships and endeavors will attain the most felicitous result, to the happiness and glory of all 
Christendom. But inasmuch as it would be difficult to have these present letters sent to all places 
where desirable, we wish, and with similar accord and knowledge do decree, that to copies of 
them, signed by the hand of a public notary commissioned therefor, and sealed with the seal of any 
ecclesiastical officer or ecclesiastical court, the same respect is to be shown in court and outside 
as well as anywhere else as would be given to these presents should they thus be exhibited or 
shown. Let no one, therefore, infringe, or with rash boldness contravene, this our recommendation, 
exhortation, requisition, gift, grant, assignment, constitution, deputation, decree, mandate, 
prohibition, and will. Should anyone presume to attempt this, be it known to him that he will incur 
the wrath of Almighty God and of the blessed apostles Peter and Paul. Given at Rome, at St. 
Peter's, in the year of the incarnation of our Lord one thousand four hundred and ninety-three, the 
fourth of May, and the first year of our pontificate. Gratis by order of our most holy lord, the pope. 


Alexander V| 
May 4, 1493 
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DUDUM SIQUIDEM 
September 23, 1493 


Alexander, bishop, servant of the servants of God, to the illustrious sovereigns, his very dear son in 
Christ, Ferdinand, king, and his very dear daughter in Christ, Isabella, queen of Castile, Leon, 
Aragon, and Granada, health and apostolic benediction. 


A short while ago of our own accord, and out of our certain knowledge, and fullness of our 
apostolic power, we gave, conveyed, and assigned forever to you and your heirs and successors, 
kings of Castile and Leon, all islands and mainlands whatsoever, discovered and to be discovered, 
toward the west and south, that were not under the actual temporal dominion of any Christian 
lords. Moreover, we invested therewith you and your aforesaid heirs and successors, and 
appointed and deputed you as lords of them with full and free power, authority, and jurisdiction of 
every kind, as more fully appears in our letters given to that effect, the terms whereof we wish to be 
understood as if they were inserted word for word in these presents. But since it may happen that 
your envoys and captains, or vassals, while voyaging toward the west or south, might bring their 
ships to land in eastern regions and there discover islands and mainlands that belonged or belong 
to India, with the desire moreover to bestow gracious favors upon you, through our similar accord, 
knowledge, and fullness of power, by apostolic authority and by tenor of these presents, in all and 
through all, just as if in the aforesaid letters full and express mention had been made thereof, we 
do in like manner amplify and extend our aforesaid gift, grant, assignment, and letters, with all and 
singular the clauses contained in the said letters, to all islands and mainlands whatsoever, found 
and to be found, discovered and to be discovered, that are or may be or may seem to be in the 
route of navigation or travel toward the west or south, whether they be in western parts, or in the 
regions of the south and east and of India. We grant to you and your aforesaid heirs and 
successors full and free power through your own authority, exercised through yourselves or 
through another or others, freely to take corporal possession of the said islands and countries and 
to hold them forever, and to defend them against whosoever may oppose. With this strict 
prohibition however to all persons, of no matter what rank, estate, degree, order or condition, that 
under penalty of excommunication latae sententiae, which such as contravene are to incur ipso 
facto, no one without your express and special license or that of your aforesaid heirs and 
successors shall, for no matter what reason or pretense, presume in any manner to go or send to 
the aforesaid regions for the purpose of navigating or of fishing, or of searching for islands or 
mainlands—notwithstanding apostolic constitutions and ordinances, and any gifts, grants, powers, 
and assignments of the aforesaid regions, seas, islands, and countries, or any portion of them, 
made by us or our predecessors to any kings, princes, infantes, or any other persons, orders, or 
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knighthoods, for no matter what reasons, even for motives of charity or the faith, or the ransom of 
captives, or for other reasons, even the most urgent; notwithstanding also any repealing clauses, 

even though they are of the most positive, mandatory, and unusual character; and no matter what 
sentences, censures, and penalties of any kind they may contain; providing however these grants 
have not gone into effect through actual and real possession, even though it may have happened 
that the persons to whom such gifts and grants were made, or their envoys, sailed thither at some 
time through chance. 


Wherefore should any such gifts or grants have been made, considering their terms to have been 
sufficiently expressed, and inserted in our present decree, we through similar accord, 
knowledge,,and fullness of our power do wholly revoke them and as regards the countries and 
islands not actually taken into possession, we wish the grants to be considered as of no effect, 
notwithstanding what may appear in the aforesaid letters, or anything else to the contrary. 


Given at Rome, at St. Peter's, on the twenty-sixth day of September, in the year of the incarnation 
of our Lord one thousand four hundred and ninety-three, the second year of our pontificate. 


Gratis by order of our most holy lord the Pope. 


JOHANNES NILIS. 
P. GORMAZ. 
September. 
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The Liberator 
Vol. XII---No. 12 


Boston, Friday, March 25, 1842, Page 47, Column 2 


(***Read left to right, then down***) 





eign attacks! Besides—bow absurd, how yile it Is to 
represent the homane appeals which come to ua from 
the other side, of the Atlantic, as emanating from 
| hearts hostile to the perpetuity and happiness of oor 
country! Is O'Connell our enemy, because he tela 
vs the trath? Is he in league with the Britis Gov- 
ernment? Will the Pilot anewer? 
| The Pilot exultingly declares that the name of 
‘O'Connell i« not first on the Insh Address! It mat- 
ters'not as to the precise place where it is found ; the 
only pertinent question is, did he sign that document? 
Now, O'Connell's namé stands first on the roll on the 
right hand side, nnd we suppore was the firstone ap- 
pended to thr parchment; and to show that he did 
not write it in a hurry, but thet he meant to make it 
as impressive ax possible, he signed it thus—' Danie! 
O'Connell, M. P. fur the Counties of Cork and. Meath 
—Lord Mayor of the City of Dublin.’ . ; 
As for the letter of Bishop Hughes, doubting the 
“authenticity of the Address, and, in case of its genu- 
ineness, calling upon our Irish fellow-countrymen to. 
treat it with scorn and contempt, it 1s a base and evn- 
ning manquvre to conciliate the pro-slavery senti- 
ment of the country, and to break the force of that) 


ree iat_thus, If possible, 
‘Awerican pupulation may be enlisted. in | 





hap neice fl ranplpeng ee ere 


very jotrnals to give as wide a circolation (a the se0- 


"the edtured 
our Irish- 





our great saved from becoming 
duper and tictires of the slavebolding power.” | 
‘The Boston shat the British Govern=| 
inent is plotting the dowofall of this repablic, by en-, 
deavoring to eroah its horrible slave system ! Thisis 
ludicrous indeed As if our country had not more to 
fear from the continuance of slavery, than from any 
homan power! As ifthe abolition of slavery would 
not make her perfect'y invulnerable against all for- 


“tempest of popular indignation which he has brought 
upon his head for rashly attempting to play the part 
of a ghostly politician, fur sectarian purposes, in the 
city of New-York. Hw is no friend of slavery—not 
he! Now read the noble Address which be desires to 
dco. trampled under foot, because of its foreign origin ! 
_—————— 


ADDRESS FROM THE PEOPLE 
OF IRELAND, | 

To their Countrymen and Countrrwomen in 

$k ~~ America! : 4 


Dean Farexps :-—> 4 
You are at « great di 
A.wide expanse of Water separates you from the-be- 
loved country of four birth—from us and from the 
kindred whom yo@ lo¥e, and who love you, and pray for 
your happiness prosperity in the land of your 
adoption. 4 
We regard America with feelings of admiration; we 
do not look upow her as» strange land, nor upon her! 
people as aliens from our affections. The power of) 
steam has brought us nearer together ; it will increas’ 
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the intercourse between us, so that the character of 
the Irish people and of the American people must in 
foture be acted upon by the feelings and disposition of 
each. > 
‘Tho object of this address is to call your atlention 
| to the subject of SLAVERY IN AMERICA—that 
| foal blot upon the noble institutions and the feir fame 
of your adopted country. Bot for this one siain, 
America woold, indeed; bo « land worthy your adop- 
tion; but she will never be the glorious country that 
her free constitution designed her to be, so long as 
her soil is polluted by the footprint of a single slave. 
Slavery is the most tremendous invasion of the 
patural, inalienable rights of man, and of some of the 
noblest gifts of God, * life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
4." What a spectacle does America present 
to the people of the earth: A land of professing 
christian republicans, aniting their energies for the 
oppression and degradation of three millions of inno- 





cont human beings, the children of one common 
Pather, who soffer the most grievntia wrongs and the” 
bimost degradation fur no crime of their ancestors of 


their owa! Slavery Is a sin against God and man. 












All whe ere not for it, must be against it. Nose cas 
ne sxutnat. Wegntreat youto take the part of jus-|| 
tice, religion and liberty. 2 
It ie in vain that American citizens attempt to con- |! 
coal their own and their country's degradation under 
Amation is emrand hy slavery! |) 


thie withering saree. 
|| WE CALL UPON YOU TO UNITE Wi! THE}; 
‘| ABOLITIONISTS, and never to cease your efforts, 


wotil perfect liberty be granted to every one of her in-|' 
habliants, the black man se well ss the white man. 
Weare all children of the same gracious God ; al 
equally entitled to life, liberty, and the pursuit of hap- 
pines. a 

Woe are’ wld that you possess great power, both 
moral and®political, in America. We enircat you to 
exercise that power and that influence for the sake 
humanity. > . 3 

You, will not witness the horrors of slavery in all 
the States of America. Thirteen of them are free, 
slavery feeling, ,though rapidly decreasing, be still 
“strong. Do not waite with it? on the contrary, orreae 
IT BY ALL THE PEACEFOL MEANS IX YouR rowEe. 
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Candace Owens 
Courtesy blackenterprise.com 


Hello, Facebook family. | have decided to do this video. It has been weighing very heavily on my 
heart and on my mind as well. And it was something that | wanted to say early on, but there were 
so many emotions and so much pressure for me to go with the popular opinion about who George 
Floyd was. And sometimes it can be difficult, when there are just so many external pressures, to 
say what you believe, and this was an instance where | felt like my silence would have been better 
in the beginning. But the more that | think about it | realize that we are being sold a lot of lies at the 
detriment to the Black community, at the detriment to the White community, and at the detriment to 
America as a whole. 


So | want to come out and say that | do not support George Floyd and the media depiction of him 
as a martyr for Black America. I’m going to explain why, and | hope that some of you guys will 
understand where I’m coming from. | have spent a considerable amount of time reading a lot of 
black authors that | think are some of the most brilliant Black Americans breathing: Walter Williams, 
Shelby Steele, Thomas Sowell. And | recently came across something that was an idea that was 
planted into my head by Shelby Steele, and it has been something that | cannot forget. It is 
something that will stick with me for the rest of my life. And it is something that | hope, for the 
Black Americans that are watching, will stick with you for the rest of your life. 


Shelby Steele said that the Black community is unique from other communities. Our culture is 
unique from other communities because we are the only community that caters to the bottom 
denominator of our society. 


Now let me explain what that means. It means to say that not every Black American is a criminal. 
Not every Black American is committing crimes. But we are unique in that we are the only people 
that fight and scream and demand support and justice for the people of our community that are up 
to no good. You would be hard pressed to find, you know, a Jewish person who has spent five 
stints in prison, who commits a crime and dies while committing a crime, and that the Jewish 
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people champion and demand justice for. You will be hard pressed to find this in White America, 
you'll be hard-pressed to find this even in Latino America. If there is a person that spends multiple 
times in prison you are not going to a bunch of Latinos coming out demanding justice for this 
person, even if—and | want to be very clear, what I’m saying is not any defense for Derek Chauvin. 
| hope Derek Chauvin gets the justice that he deserves to be, you know, implemented upon him, 
and that the family of George Floyd deserves justice for the way that he died. But | also am not 
going to accept the narrative that this is the best the Black community has to offer. 


For whatever reason, it has become fashionable, over the last five or six years, for us to turn 
criminals into heroes overnight. And it is something that | find to be despicable, and it is something 
that | refuse to stand by any longer, and | am not going to play a part in it no matter how much 
pressure comes from Black liberals and Black conservatives, as some token of people wanting you 
to believe that this is the only way you can be Black is that you have to say this was wrong, and 
that this person was amazing. | won't do that. George Floyd was not an amazing person. And as 
soon as this video hit The Internet, | did just basic searches. Everyone jumped on it and was 
looking at the police officer, and everyone agrees that the police officer was wrong, and the police 
officer has been arrested. 


So that is not—the reason that I’m not discussing that is because that is not something that has 
been misconstrued in the media. He has been turned into the devil that he is, and there is no 
reason for us to harp on that any longer, because white Americans are not uplifting Derek Chauvin 
as a victim, or pretending that he is an amazing human being. But George Floyd is being uplifted 
as an amazing human being. And for those of you who have not yet seen the clips and did not 
pursue or wait for more clips to come out, first and foremost George Floyd, at the time of his arrest, 
was high on Fentanyl, and he was high on methamphetamines. This came back in both of his 
autopsy reports. 


If you pursue the 911 transcript, you can see the person describing somebody who is out of their 
mind, high, which is what made the person fearful, because he tried to use a bill that, | guess, was 
a fake bill, to purchase something, and then he was outside acting weird. And they end their police 
Call [inaudible] his person was obviously distorted on drugs. 


When he is put into handcuffs, and is put against the wall, a baggie of what looks to be like 
cocaine, or, it’s white—it's a white baggie that he drops onto the floor that you can see in the image 
if you look up the clip. The media is refusing to circulate it. You can find it on Twitter if you use 
DuckDuckGo and look up “George Floyd baggie,” you can watch the clip yourself with your own 
eyes. He had drugs on him at the time of his arrest. 


Now, barring all of that, nobody thinks that he should have died during this arrest, but what | find 
despicable to be, is that everyone is pretending that this man lived a heroic lifestyle, when he 
didn’t. And | want to talk about what his lifestyle was, leading up to this moment, and why | refuse 
to accept the narrative that this person is a martyr, or should be lifted up in the black community 
and we should be buying T-shirts with his name on it, okay? 
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So, here we have, first and foremost—let’s start from the bottom of his record. And by the way, | 
am not saying that if you have a record, you don’t deserve a second chance. | think people get 
arrested, and some people can serve time in prison. And | believe in second chances, but | do 
draw the line when it comes to second, third, fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh, eight, and nineth chances. 


In 1988 he spent 10 months in prison for theft with a firearm. That was the first prison stint that | 
could find on him. In 2002 he spent eight months in prison for a cocaine offense. In 2004, just two 
years later, he spent another 10 months in prison for a cocaine offense. In 2005, he spent another 
10 months in prison for having less than one gram of cocaine on him again. 


In 2007, and this was the biggest instant that | had that made me realize that this was a horrible 
human being that | would, | am not going to pretend was a good person. In 2005, a woman who 
was pregnant received a knock at the door. And she went to the door, and the person pretended 
to be someone that worked for the water department. So, she opened her door and quickly 
realized that the person at her door did not work for the water department and attempted to slam it. 
At the moment that she was attempting to slam it, a Ford pulled up and another five men jumped 
out of the car, and, one of which was George Floyd, came up to the door and they forced their way 
inside to her home; inside of her home. 


Mind you, this woman is pregnant. At that point, George Floyd took out a gun and pressed it 
to her stomach, and she was screaming, begging for her life [author emphasis]. And he put 
her inside of her living room, and instructed one of his criminal friends that was with him to watch 
her and to make sure she didn't leave the living room. So he was playing guard while they 
ransacked her home looking for drugs and money they did not find drugs. They ended up taking, | 
believe, her wallet and her cell phone. Fortunately for her, her neighbor observed what was going 
on and caught the license plate of the people as they pulled off, and called 911. And when 911 
was able to—they were able to track down the car, of which George Floyd was the driver, and they 
arrested him. And two years later he was sentenced to five years in prison for that incident 
[AUTHOR NOTE: George Floyd pled guilty to the charges]. 


Now, you can say—the media’s portraying it like he was just getting his life together after being 
released in 2014 following that incident—he was just getting his life together, and moved, and was 
going to start afresh. I'd like to believe all of those things, and there’s a gap, and he never got in 
trouble for five years, until this incident, when the police were called on him again. But you are 
defying common sense to believe that this person suddenly became an exemplary character, but 
happened to be high on fentanyl and methamphetamine, and trying to use a bill—a fake bill—to 
purchase something. 


And, so, in my opinion, George Floyd was a criminal. He was a criminal. And just because he was 
a criminal doesn’t mean that he deserves to die at the knee of a police officer. But it does mean 
that | am not going to play a part of the broken black culture that always wants to martyr criminals; 
who wants to pretend they were these upstanding human beings that just wanted to help society; 
that just wanted to reach out and uplift society. He has a rap sheet that is long; that is dangerous. 
He was an example of a violent criminal his entire life, okay, up until the very last moment. 
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Now, again, | want to be clear: This is not a defense for Derek Chauvin. No one that | have spoken 
to; no one in the news is defending Derek Chauvin. He is getting what he has coming to him. 
Okay, great. But why are we pretending that this criminal should be upheld as a citizen; as a 
martyr in Black America? A martyr for a fake narrative, by the way. Police brutality; racially- 
motivated police brutality is a myth, okay? So let’s get into that. 


Not only are we using this death, right, and allowing it to cause these riots and protests, pretending 
this was some upstanding citizen in the Black community who was tackled down and killed for no 
reasons, right? Not only are we allowing it to inspire riots—riots in which Black people are dying; in 
which actual upstanding Black citizens are dying; case in point, I’m sure you guys have all now 
seen David—the sheriff that just was shot and killed because he was trying to protect a pawn 
shop? Please look it up if you haven't seen it. I’m blanking on his last name. His first name is 
David, who was shot and killed for trying to protect a pawn shop from looters—an upstanding 
citizen; an actual head of, he was the head of a police [sic], entire life, 77-years old. Did everything 
right. Right? 


So we now have to kill upstanding Black citizens, because a non-upstanding Black citizen—a 
career Black criminal—died. Now, did he deserve to die in that manner? No! | can’t say it 
enough, “No he did not deserve to die in that manner.” But | will be damned if the rest of us 
upstanding Black citizens have to suffer because of this incident that rarely ever happens in 
America, so here are some numbers for you people that are still believing that police brutality is a 
real, racially-motivated police brutality is a real thing. 


First and foremost, okay: You have a 25% higher chance, as a violent white criminal, of dying at 
the hands of a police officer than you do as a Black criminal. Last year, a total of nine unarmed 
Black men were killed by police officers, and 19 white men were killed by police officers. For those 
of you that aren’t good at mathematics, right, you might be thinking, “Oh, but Candace! White 
people represent 60% of the population, and Black people represent just 13% of the population.” It 
doesn’t matter what percentage of the population you represent. It matters what percentage of the 
violent criminal community you represent. 


And unfortunately [the] Black community commits a disproportionate amount of crimes compared 
to the White community. Let me tell you, 6% of the population, right, of black men—6% of the 
population accounts for 44% of all murders in this country according to 2018 statistics. That is 
what you call a gap. And yet White people—White people who represent 60% of the population. 
We represent 13; Black men are 6%—represent 50% of all the murders, right? 


That makes no sense! That makes no sense. A 6-point variation in a community where we are 
extreme minorities. We commit 50% of all violent offences, evenly split! And we're only 13% of the 
population. Okay? So we have a lot more encounters with police officers. And don’t say that 
police officers are coming around [just] because we're Black. I’m talking about violent criminals. 
I'm talking about murder—44% of murders, Okay?! 
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You want to talk about real statistics? The police officers have way more to be fearful of in the 
Black community than the other way around, Okay? We commit, on average—a police officer is 
18% times more likely to be killed by a Black person than the other way around. Okay? So this 
entire narrative is complete smoke and mirrors. It’s all made up. It’s just election fodder. It's white 
vs. black because its an election year, not because Black Americans are suffering at the hands of 
police officers more than white Americans. 


Do some police officers do the wrong thing? Yes? | don’t think there’s anybody in the world who 
has not encountered a police officer and thought, “This person is an absolute jerk who is power- 
tripping, whether you are Black or White. We know they exist. And we know they're always going 
to exist, by the way, because they’re human beings. And sometimes human being suck. 


In fact, if you want to attack a community for, you know, accidental slayings or brutality, did you 
know that doctors accidentally kill a quarter of a million people every year because of mistakes? 
Did you know that there’s been doctors that have been arrested for being serial killers, that just 
were killing people, because they wanted to? Do we protest and boycott doctors? Do we assume 
all doctors are horrible human beings because some doctors are? Or do realize that society is not 
perfectible. 


People suck in every profession. It is no excuse to paint society with a broad brush. It is certainly 
no excuse to accept a Democrat narrative, okay, that Black people are being disproportionately 
hunted down by police officers because of the color of their skin. You want to know the best way to 
avoid not being, not being brutalized by a police officer, is to limit the amount of encounters you 
need to have with them, especially when it comes to violent crimes, okay? 


| am not going to stand for this continual, bottom-feeding narrative of us martyring people that have 
had five, six, seven stints in prison, and then pretend they were upstanding heros of our 
community. It’s bullsh*t!! It’s bullsh*t!! [AUTHOR NOTE: You GO, girl!!!] Excuse my language. 

It's absolute bullsh*t! And I’m tired of it. I’m tired of having to play pretend. I’m tired of sitting here 
and being called a coon or Uncle Tom because | won't play this bottom-feeding game with you. If 
you want to hang up posters of criminals on your wall and talk about them as your martyrs, do it!! 
Do it!! You can do it!! 


Coby Bryant was my idol, okay? I'll keep a photo of Coby Bryant. You can keep one of George 
Floyd, pretend he was an upstanding human being that just once or twice put a gun across a 
pregnant woman's belly. Could you imagine that woman by now? That Black woman, by the way, 
right? Watching everybody pretend that this person was an upstanding human being, who just, at 
the age of 42 [incoherent] five prison stints, was going to get his life together. | mean, it’s 
embarrassing. We are embarrassing in that regard. Right? 


This is why we have a cycle and a toxic culture because nobody wants to tell the truth in Black 
America. It's so easy to be a victim. It’s so easy to ask White people to bow down and apologize 
and do all these things for us. It’s crap. It's crap. It's a lie. It's a farse. Our biggest problem is us, 
okay? It’s why we don’t talk about it when black-on-black crime happens. It’s why we don’t talk 
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about it, when 40 Black people are killed in one weekend, during Memorial Day weekend in 
Chicago. We don't want to talk about any of that stuff. We don’t want to talk about Baltimore, New 
Jersey. We don't want to talk about any of these places where Black people are being slaughtered 
by other Blacks, because that would; that would mean that we would have to be personally 
accountable, right? That would mean personal responsibility. We don’t do personal responsibility 
in our community. We don’t do it. We blame White people, right? We only point a camera to 
White people when they do something, even though we do it at a way higher rate to ourselves, 
Right? 


We celebrate our drug dealers. We're the only community, right, that would ever create hashtags 
to free people from prison because they committed crimes. Like, free Meek Mill, free this rapper, 
or free this rapper. How hard is it to not spend multiple times in prison? How difficult is that? Is 
that too hard for us? | mean, is that way to high of a mountain for us to scale, to do the right thing? 
To be upstanding citizens? That is the call to action that | have for Black America with Blexit. Like, 
why do we keep fulfilling this narrative? What do you think the perception of us is, by the way, on 
the outside? 


You ever look at the comments? You ever go to an anonymous blog and see what people say. 
Oh, just black people being black people. | see those racist comments. Oh, just Black people 
gotta riot. Black people gotta be Black people. You know how they are. Just Black people being 
ignorant. That is the perception—when people get to be anonymous and talk about us, that’s what 
they think about us, right? They think that we are the kind of people that will forever uphold 
criminals as the martyrs of our society; that we will never take account for the things that we do 
wrong, right? That we don’t have it within us to educate ourselves to get ahead. And that, for 
those of us that actually do it, well, we get called coons, right? 


[AUTHOR NOTE: Obviously, Candace now uses sarcasm, but speaks the truth by citing the 
debilitating habit, in our community, the Black community, of identifying as “coons” those who make 
no excuses and succeed]. You got Condoleeza Rice, she’s a coon. Larry Elder, he’s a coon. Dr. 
Ben Carson, Brain surgeon; first ever to perform the surgery of splitting twins that are connected by 
the head, he’s a coon, right? What a loser he is. What a stupid guy he is. Kanye West says he’s 
not going to be told what to do because of the color of his skin, he’s a coon. He’s lost. He’s ina 
sunken place, the sunken place. That's where we all are, right. Because we demand more, and 
we will get more out of this society, because we will be at—we’re going to get ahead, right? That's 
what's going to happen. We're going to get ahead. 


Black conservatives get ahead because we don’t subscribe to this narrative. Because you're not 
going to catch me outside trying to grab a TV, pretending because a martyr named George Floyd 
got killed, okay? I’m a big believer that no matter what color you are, you do stupid things, you win 
stupid prizes, okay? We have to do better. We have to teach our kids better, or we’re not going to 
get ahead, right? Anyway, this is just a rant because | have been feeling super, super-super 
annoyed at these depictions in society. | have no apologies here to make. George Floyd is not my 
martyr. He can be yours. That's all | have to say to black America. 
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Udumbara flower 
(Courtesy weirdasianews.com) 


eEits, Ibs in. =Te—s, SAA a> Bg EH 


“A mythical flower, blooming once every 3,000 years, 
heralding the advent of the King of the Golden Wheel.” 


(Prophecy from The Lotus Sutra) 


Falun Dafa, also known as Falun Gong, is a self-cultivation and spiritual 
practice based on three principles, Zhen ('=), Shan (==), Ren (2), Le., 
Truthfulness, Compassion, and Forbearance, which represent the 
supreme nature, or underlying qualities of the universe. The goal of a 
Falun Dafa practitioner is to strive hard to embody those qualities within 
oneself. 


To embody those qualities within oneself, a number of inseparable 
components are needed: Qigong exercise and meditation; the living of a 
strict, moral life; the earning of de (virtue) by improving one’s xinxing 
(shin-shing), or character, through suffering, through enduring setbacks, 
and by performing good deeds 
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You can find the nearest location to you of a Falun Dafa group here. For 
a location in the U.S., check here. The practice is taught without charge. 


Falun Dafa was revealed to the public by Li Hongzhi, whom Falun Dafa 
practitioners lovingly refer to as “Teacher” or “Master.” Li Hongzhi claimed 
that the Qigong of Falun Dafa had been secretly practiced, within certain 
Chinese families, for thousands of years. He claimed that, because of the 
tensions in the world today, he decided to reveal that form of Qigong, 
along with the deeper cultivation and spiritual teachings of Falun Dafa, to 
the public at large to help people cope with the pressures of the world. 


While there are many other Qigong systems that you can learn, here is 
something to keep in mind. In 1992, at the annual Beijing Oriental Health 
Expo, Li Hongzhi was declared a “Master of Qigong.” Then, the next year, 
in 1993, at that same Expo, he was declared a “Grand Master of Qigong.” 
This was highly significant because there are hundreds, if not thousands, 
of Qigong systems. 


On May 13', 1992, Li gave his first public seminar on Falun Dafa in 

the northeastern Chinese city of Changchun. The CCP (Chinese 
Communist Party) at first accepted and even openly embraced Falun Dafa 
as beneficial. That is an open history and an open fact that you can 
check. Even members of the PLA, the People’s Liberation Army, 
gathered in the parks of China and performed the five Falun Dafa Qigong 
exercise and meditation routines with Falun Dafa people. 


But its rapid growth shocked the CCP, which wrongly saw Falun Dafa as a 
threat to its rule, because of its rapid growth to about from 60,000,000 to 
100,000,000'6 practitioners. Though banned by the CCP, Dafa people 
continue to practice quietly in China. Taiwan has 500,000 practitioners 
and growing. And Falun Dafa has now spread to 90 countries. 


126” (Original Internet source; Archived file). 
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The party soon declared Falun Gong to be the greatest danger to 
state security since the 1989 student demonstrations in Tiananmen 
Square and banned the movement as a “heretical cult.”6 


Why did the CCP declare Falun Dafa to be “the greatest danger to state 
security” and place it at the very top of its list of enemies? | believe that 
the answer lies in the reason that the number of Falun Dafa practitioners 
grew so large so rapidly: The re-introduction to Chinese society, by Li 
Hongzhi, of the sense of something higher than the self; higher than the 
state; higher than ideology; higher than materialism, all organized within a 
complete spiritual system that combined elements of pre-Communist 
culture that Chinese people were still familiar with, despite the CCPs 
attempt to wipe out “The Four Olds.”12” Those elements included: 


e = Ascripture, we can call it, Zhuan Falun, although Li Hongzhi doesn’t view 
Falun Dafa as a religion. Zhuan Falun contains Li's words—his explanation of 
Falun Dafa. 

e Li Hongzhi as a “Prophet”; a “Reformer” of Buddhism; a “Messiah”, having 
arrived during the Last Havoc to offer salvation through cultivation. 

e Influences of ancient (Pre-Confucian, pre-Daoist, pre-Buddhist) religions of 

China that spanned from the dawn of history to A.D. 9. 

Influences of Daoism 

Influences of Buddhism 

Influences of Confucianism 

A unique Qigong system, taught by Li Hongzhi, that includes five 

meditation/exercise techniques, performed individually or in groups, which, 

combines with virtuous acts to improve one’s character (xinxing, pronounced, 

“shin-shing’), offers Bhavana, i.e., cultivation upward, beyond life and death, to 

the practitioner. 

e Amoral teaching 

e And what | call a physics and metaphysics of taqwa (righteousness) 


127 Old Ideas, Old Culture, Old Habits, and Old Customs. “Four Olds” was a 
student-led Red Guards term, used during the Cultural Revolution, in an 
attempt to destroy all pre-Communist elements of Chinese culture. 
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With all that Falun Dafa had to offer, there is no wonder that, within a short 
seven years, from 60 million to 100 million Chinese people had adopted 
Falun Dafa, and assembled in the parks, and in their homes, to practice 
Falun Dafa’s form of Qigong. Yes, it was a small fraction of the entire 
Chinese population, but the rapidity of its growth was unprecedented and 
signaled that Falun Dafa had the definite potential to fill the void that had 
existed in the soul of Chinese people—a void that had been created by 
the lifeless ideology and ideological Communist rhetoric which placed “the 
dictatorship of the proletariat,” and materialism, over every single element 
that makes up the totality of the human entity: mind, body, heart, and soul. 
The CCP had arrogantly and brutally appointed itse/f as God, thereby 
losing—no, never gaining, from Day 1, The Mandate of Heaven.'28 


The CCP could not compete. Falun Dafa had become the largest 
voluntary association in China, as well as the largest group registered with 
the QRAC, the Qigong Research Association of China, with a membership 
rivaling that of the Communist Party§’. So since it had nothing of true 
holistic substance to offer the Chinese people, it felt compelled to use 
draconian brute force against the Chinese practitioners of Falun Dafa. 


Falun Dafa people were loyal, quiet citizens of China who merely wanted 
to practice their spiritual practices in peace. But once the CCP began 
brutally attacking Falun Dafa and Dafa members, Falun Dafa people did 
something way out of the ordinary for Chinese voluntary associations: 
They launched, and maintain to this day, a vigorous campaign to raise 
awareness, not only to the people of China, but to the world regarding the 
danger that atheist Communism posed to the Chinese people and to the 
world, and did so peacefully, as they continue to do. 


They started the world-famous Shen Yun Performance Troupe, which 
includes six, 80-member professional orchestras that tour the world, 


128 A term used in ancient and imperial China to indicate legitimacy of 
governing by the king or emperor. 
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playing both European classical music as well as Chinese classical music. 
My wife is a classical violinist who has played in professional orchestras. 
When, at a Shen Yun Performance, | asked her, “How are they,” she 
answered, “Excellent!” Shen Yun also contains a mind-blowing, crack, 
dance and performance troupe, backed by the orchestra, fully acceptable 
for parents to take their children to. 


Their dances are beautifully delicate, 
as well as acrobatic. The 
performances are magnificent. Due to 
the lockdown, Shen Yun has suffered 
in terms of open performances. Let's 
hope the lockdown ends soon. People 
all over the world love Shen Yun 
performances. Shen Yun Performer 
Courtesy shenyun.com 
Dafa people created an independent, international media presence, 
through their media outlets, NTD (New Tang Dynasty), The Epoch Times 
News, Falundafa.org, Faluninfo.net, Minghui.org, Clearharmony.net which 
all serve to inform the world of the dangers of Communism and the CCP. 
They also invite Chinese people and the world to what they believe to be a 
form of salvation in the teachings and practices of Falun Dafa. 





Falun Dafa technicians created a very sophisticated VPN, virtual private 
network, which allows Chinese people to bypass China’s Great Firewall, 
as it’s called, so that the Chinese people can have access to information 
worldwide, rather than that information be blocked by a Chinese firewall. 
’m not sure if the CCP has blocked it yet, but it has made a massive 
“cleansing” of VPNs in China. 


The Great Firewall is a vast internet surveillance and content-control 
system. TGF functions to prevent people in China from having access to 
certain websites and pages, particularly those that carry criticism of the 
Chinese government, controversial political events, such as 
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the Tiananmen Square protest, or spiritual movements such as Falun 
Dafa. Sound familiar? 


Big Tech companies, as well as practitioners of Woke-i-anity, right in 
America, are practicing Chinese-style censorship, though the techniques 
are different, such as de-platforming, de-monetizing, shadow-banning, 
cancel culture, etc. And, recently, President Biden’s press secretary, 
Psaki, openly announced government collusion with Facebook,'29 which 
appear to mirror Chinese-style tactics to purge people, at Facebook, thus 
violating their First Amendment right of free speech. New-Tech 
companies have responded by offering alternatives to Facebook, and 
President Trump has joined a lawsuit to challenge this Communist-style 
censorship taking place in the United States. 


| have three principal objections to the CCP: Its atheism and attack on 
religion; its suppression of free speech; and its 100-year (1921 to 2021) 
attack and virtual destruction of thousands of years of Chinese culture. It 
uses the power of government to harass, persecute, and suppress people 
of religion in China, particularly Chinese Catholics, Uighur Muslims, and 
Falun Dafa practitioners. 


Though | hope and pray for the implementation, in China, of a democratic 
system of government, personally | have no involvement in overt attempts 
to overthrow the CCP. The CCP will succeed in doing that itself. And 
Falun Dafa people reject violence, believing, instead, that The Divine will, 
in time, cleanse China of Communist totalitarianism. And here is a hint: 
Read Dr. Maria Chang's book, Falun Gong: The End of Days. 


The CCP exhibits totalitarianism, one example being its social credits 

system. Such a system appears to be developing in the United States, 
but rather than through the government it’s beginning to appear through 
private corporations that have leftist leanings or that fear leftist, Woke-i- 


229 Original Internet source; (Archived file) 
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anity boycott tyranny. So, they will feel compelled to subscribe to the 
cancel culture phenomena, which can pressure a credit card company or 
a bank not to do business with you if you exhibit conservative views®. It 
seems likely that the CCP is fully aware that practitioners of Woke-i-anity 
are attempting to duplicate CCP tyranny here in America. 


Falun Dafa teaches a strong moral ethic. It is very family oriented and its 
values match the values of the traditional values claimed by the 
conservative wing of America. There are now Falun Dafa practitioners on 
every continent. On the next page are pictures of Falun Dafa practitioners 
around the world. 


On May 13, 1992, Li Hongzhi gave his first public seminar on Falun 
Dafa. It's claimed that five years later, in 1997, after 3,000 years of its 
disappearance, the Udumbara flower reappeared, first on Buddha statues 
in Korea. Since then it's been seen in many places around the 

world. Whoever Li Hongzhi /s or isn’t, he has offered to China something 
infinitely more fulfilling and more soulful than Communism. 





Li Hongzhi 
Courtesy sgtalk.org 
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Pictures of Falun Dafa Qigong practice around the world 





(Sichuan Province) 
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The Vatican 
Courtesv worldfortravel.com 


explaining why | want Reparations from one institution and one 

institution only: The Church of Rome, i.e., The Roman Catholic 
Church. It has truly surprised me that Reparations from The Vatican does 
not come up in PRA discussion. As | said, and | repeat: | do not want 
Reparations from the United States government. My country provided 
many opportunities for me, and | took advantage of them. 


Y= will see, shortly, why I’m giving this initial background before 


First, | should say that there is a battle occurring within The Church of 
Rome between two sides: the Novus Ordo Church and Traditionalist 
Catholics. The Novus Ordo Church is the majority Church of Rome, 
headed by Pope Francis. It is the Novus Ordo Church that went along 
with all of the changes at The Second Vatican Council, and every change 
within its religion since that time. 


The Tradtionalist Catholics—and their numbers are growing—are those 
Catholics that do not go along with Second Vatican Council changes 
They reject them. They also feel that Catholicism has been infiltrated by 
what they call modernists, Masonic elements, and Communists. One 
book, Infiltration: The Plot to Destroy the Church from Within, by Dr. 
Taylor Marshall, presents the case for such an infiltration. 
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Traditionalist Catholics do not have a 
separate head—not formally, although, 
were they to have their choice, they 
would definitely desire Archbishop Carlo 
Maria Vigano to be Pope, if it could ever 
be possible (it can’t) for him to jump from 
the position of an Archbishop to that of 
Pope. Vigano is in hiding, for fear of his 
life, and is, by far, the number one critic 
of Pope Francis. He is a powerful writer 
and clearly feared by The Vatican. 





Archbishop Vigano 


Courtesy bigleaguepolitics.com 


Even if he were a Cardinal, he could not affect anything in The Vatican 
because The College of Cardinals, which elects the Pope, is now stacked 
with Pope Francis favorites. It's believed that upon Francis’s death, the 
Cardinal elected Pope would be the one with the same views as Francis. 


Traditionalist Catholics are in a religious bind. On the one hand, they 
can't stand Pope Francis. On the other hand, they are bound, by their 
religion, to respect “The Chair of St. Peter,” that is, the Papacy, the seat, 
according to Catholicism, of Jesus’s authority on earth as “Christ the 
King,” and they do respect it. 


One Catholic journalist, whose name | will not mention, actually stated 
that, since Pope Francis cannot be legally, within Catholic tradition, 
removed, he would hope that “God might take care of it,” in essence 
wishing for Pope Francis’s death. 


The study of the ongoing struggle between the Novus Ordo Church and 
Traditionalist Catholics is absolutely fascinating. Since | cannot take time 
to cover that struggle, | refer the reader to the following YouTube 
channels, if they haven't been taken down as yet: TheRemnantVideo 
(Michael Matt. Very powerful); Church Militant (Michael Voris. Ditto); 
What Catholics Believe; Return to Tradition (Anthony Stine); the John- 
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Henry Weston Show; Dr. Taylor Marshall. The two hottest are 
TheRemnantVideo and Church Militant. Both Matt and Voris are long- 
time, seasoned, professional journalists. The Novus Ordo Church, since 
The Second Vatican Council, has taken a decidedly, deep leftist turn. And 
Traditionalist Catholics are furious about that. 


Having briefly explained the “The Chair of St. Peter,” | will now explain 
why | demand Reparations from The Vatican; from The Church of Rome. 
For eight years of my life | 
we attended Corpus Christi Grammar 
a — School, located at 49" and South 
Park, the name of that street 
since having been changed to 
King Drive. The school was just 
one part of a complex which 
included the convent, where the 
— — nuns stayed; the rectory, where 
Corpus Christi (circa 1957). ; : 
Courtesy chuckmanchicagonostalgia. the priests stayed; the school; 
wordpress.com and Corpus Christi Church. 





Every single day, at 9:50 a.m. sharp, class would end and the nuns would 
line the students up in the hallway, double-file. We would walk across a 
bridge that connected the school to the Church. There we would 
“celebrate,” as it’s called in Catholicism, the 10:00 Holy Mass, which 
lasted for 30 minutes. | participated in that for eight years. 


| loved my religion. It was pre-Vatican II Catholicism, with the original 
Latin Gregorian Chant, stain-glass windows depicting colorful images of 
Mary, Jesus, God, angels, cheribims, seraphims, the Disciples (not the 
Chicago street gang, of course), holy water, the Sacraments, incense, 
statues, The Stations of the Cross, etc. The priest did not face the 
congregation, as he does today, which added strength to his position as 
shepherd, and we, the congregants, as the flock. He was the 
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representation of Jesus. It was psycho-spiritual nourishment on a high 
level. 


| loved the Gregoran Chant, which back then, to my mind, heart, and soul, 
was inspired by God Himself. The Gregorian Chant is so soulful. Even 
today, as a Muslim, | occasionally will listen to the Gregorian Chant. Such 
beautiful, soulful, Latin chanting. To my big brother, on the other hand, 
The Gregorian Chant is “just spooky.” 


In my neighborhood, | was the best first basemen around. On Saturdays, 
we'd play some serious league ball behind the YMCA, in a large vacant 
lot, at 50" and Indiana. | was so much into my religion that, right in the 
middle of the baseball game, | would leave my position at first base, and 
make my way to Corpus Christi Church to listen to the nuns rehearse for 
the next day’s Sunday Holy Mass services, where they would sing in the 
balcony of the Church. 


When | walked off the diamond, the other kids would go, “Aw, naw, Chiz!!” 
They knew where | was going. “Man, you can go to Church tomorrow!!” 
I'd just ignore them. I'd get to Church, often being the only one there, 
except the nuns in the balcony, and sit there quietly, listening to the nuns 
sing the Gregorian Chant and whatever other Latin spiritual music. 


We were taught that every single thing coming out of The Vatican was 
either Direct Revelation from God Himself or was directly inspired by God 
Himself. The first blow, for me, came after Vatican II (The Second Vatican 
Council), when rituals that we were taught were sacrosanct changed. The 
priest would now face the congregants. The kneeling rail would be 
removed, eventually. The Host would be put in the hands of the recipient 
who received “The Body of Christ,” which had formerly been placed on the 
congregant’s tongue, by the priest. 


The only musical instrument that | can remember being in pre-Vatican Il 
Catholic Churches was the organ. But now, new instruments were being 
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introduced. The Vatican was actively adjusting the religion to the whims of 
the surrounding materialistic society, as | saw it. But | stuck to it. | went 
through high school. By my senior year in high school I'd become a 
hardcore atheist. | graduated from Hales Franciscan High School. 


Then came the next and final blow: Discovering that “The Holy Father,” as 
you read earlier, had officially, back in the 1400s, sanctioned “perpetual 
slavery.” That, to me, was the last nail in the coffin which buried The 
Church of Rome. 


There is truly no way that | can explain the pain | suffered, discovering that 
my beloved Church had approved of the perpetual slavery of human 
beings. There was no excuse for it. It was a direct slap in the “Face” of 
The Most High God, since we'd been taught that everything coming out of 
The Vatican was from God. Was the perpetual enslavement of human 
beings “from God?” 


Now to “The Chair of St. Peter.” Catholics, especially Traditionalist 
Catholic journalists, like to attempt to excuse those Popes who committed 
atrocities in the past, separating them from The Chair of St. Peter. Fine. 
But it is not those Popes who inspire my demand for Reparations. It is 
The Chair of St. Peter that inspires my demand for Reparations. 


If The Church of Rome is serious about its self-perception as being the 
Representative of The Lord Jesus Christ; /f The Church of Rome has any 
real respect for The Chair of St. Peter, then can it actually allow The Chair 
of St. Peter to be soiled by the putrid hands of Nicholas? Both Novus 
Ordo Catholics, as well as Traditionalist Catholics, claim to highly respect 
The Chair of St. Peter. Then don’t just SIT on it! It's supposed to MEAN 
something! 


And if it really means what you claim it means, then by not offering 
Reparations to myself and my people, your claim is bogus. It means that 
you can accept that The Chair of St. Peter can remain stained forever by 
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the blood of my people and the piss of Pope Nicholas. You can accept 
that. You are accepting it, because you have not responded, one way or 
the other, to my demand for Reparations in my October 12", 2019 formal, 
and respectful, letter that | wrote to you, even using the formal address to 
Pope Francis of, “Your holiness.” The top of that letter quotes Pope John 
Paul Il: 


“An excuse is worse and more terrible than a lie, for an excuse is a lie guarded” 
(Pope John Paul Il) 


What excuse can you give for the Papal Bulls that Nicholas V enacted? 
And if you give an excuse, then, by your own Pope’s words, your excuse 
is a lie guarded. In other words, your excuse is a lie. | hold you, not my 
country, responsible. Slavery was a spiritual crime. The Vatican could 
take down emperors back then. No emperor could rule, in Europe, 
without the approval of The Vatican. 


This means that, at the stroke of a pen, The Chair of St. Peter could have 
Officially outlawed slavery, and the European monarchs would have been 
forced to comply. But, instead, The Chair of St. Peter was pissed on by 
Nicholas. Clean The Chair up. Your money won't fully pay. But, for 
yourself, | would think; for your own dignity, and to respect my people, you 
would pay Reparations. (Don’t wait for it, though, Black folks!) 


The Novus Ordo Church is in deep, deep, deep decline. This is common 
knowledge. In general, as a Muslim, the notion of “karmic debt” is difficult 
for me to swallow. On the other hand, having witnessed the steady 
decline of the Church of Rome, now being sued, left and right, in the 
United States, for certain crimes of many of its priests, | sometimes 
wonder if the debt is now being paid. Maybe karmic debt can simply be 
equated to justice. For the injustice meted out to Black people through the 
Official religious sanction of slavery by Pope Nicholas V, a debt will be 
paid, one way or the other. Clean up The Chair of St. Peter! Offer 
Reparations to Black People! You sanctioned slavery! Pay up! 
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